CIHM 
Microfiche 
Series 
({Monographs) 


ICMH 

Collection  de 
microfiches 
(monographies) 


Canadian  Institute  for  Historical  Microraproductions  /  Institut  Canadian  da  microraproductions  historiquas 


1994 


Tcchniul  and  Bibliographic  Notn  /  Notts  wchmquM  at  btbliographiquat 


Tha  Inttituta  ha:  anamptad  to  obuin  tha  b««t  origifuil 
copy  availabia  for  filming.   Faaturat  of  thit  copy  which 
may  b«  biblwgraphically  uniqua.  whwh  may  altar  any 
of  tha  imagat  in  tha  raproduction,  or  which  may 
iignificantly  changa  tha  usual  mathod  ui  filming,  ara 
cfiackad  balow. 


L'Inttitut  a  microfilm*  U  ••••illaur  -^amplaira  qu'il 
lui  a  itk  postibia  da  m  procurar.   La«  d^taili  da  cat 
asamplaira  qui  lont  paut-4tra  umquat  du  point  da  «ua 
bibliographiqua,  qui  pauvant  modifier  una  image 
raproduita,  ou  qui  pauvant  aiigar  una  modification 
dans  la  mithoda  normala  da  f  ilmaga  sont  indiquat 
ci-dassous. 


m  Coloured  covers/ 
Couverture  de  couleur 


n 
n 
n 


0  Tight  binding  may  causa  shadows  or  distortion 
aU 


Covers  damaged/ 
Couverture  endommagte 

Covers  restored  and/or  laminated/ 
Couverture  restaur^  at/ou  pelliculie 

Cover  title  missing/ 

Le  titre  de  couverture  manque 

Coloured  maps/ 

Cartes  geographiques  en  couleur 

Coloured  ink  (i.e.  other  than  blue  or  black)/ 
Encra  de  couleur  (i.e.  autre  que  bleue  ou  noire) 

Coloured  plates  and/or  illustrations/ 
P;anr:has  at/ou  iM       ations  an  couleur 

Bound  with  other  mate-  ^1/ 
Ralie  avac  d'autres  ''ocuments 


D 


n 


long  interior  margin/ 
La  reliure  sarree  peut  causer  de  I'ombre  ou  de  la 
distorsion  le  long  de  la  marge  intariaurc 

Blank  leaves  added  during  restoration  may  appear 
within  the  text.  Whenever  possible,  these  have 
been  omitted  from  filming/ 
II  se  peut  que  certaines  pages  blanches  ajouties 
lors  d'une  restauration  apparaissent  dans  le  texte, 
mais,  lorsque  cela  etait  possible,  ces  pages  n'ont 
pas  ate  filmees. 


Additional  comments:/ 
Commentaires  supplementaires: 


□  Coloured  pages/ 
Pages  de  couleur 

□  Pages  damaged/ 
Pages  endommagies 

□  Pages  restored  and/or  laminated/ 
Pages  restaurtes  at/ou  pellicultes 

I     /I  Pages  discoloured,  stained  or  foxed/ 
LlJ  Pages  dicolories.  tachetces  ou  piquees 

□  Pages  detached/ 
Pages  ditachees 

QShowthrough/ 
Transparence 

I       I  Quality  of  print  varies/ 


Oualite  inegale  de  I'impression 

Continuous  pagination/ 
Pagination  continue 


n 

□  Includes  index(es)/ 
Comprend  un  (des)  index 

Title  on  header  taken  from:  / 
Le  titre  de  I'entCte  provient: 

□  Title  page  of  issue/ 
Page  de  titre  de  la  livraison 

I        I  Caption  of  issue/ 


Titre  de  depart  de  la  livraison 


I I  Ge 


Masthead/ 

Generique  (periodiques)  de  la  livraison 


This  Item  is  filmed  at  the  reduction  ratio  checked  below/ 
Ce  document  est  filme  au  taux  de  reduction  indique  ct-dessous. 
^OX  14X  18X 


u 


J 


12X 


16X 


20X 


22X 


26  X 


30X 


24X 


28  X 


32  X 


Tha  copy  filmed  h«r«  has  b««n  raproduead  thankt 
to  tha  ganarotity  of: 

D.B.  Wtldon  Library 
Univcnity  of  Wtttarn  Ontario 

Tha  ImaQas  appaaring  hara  ara  tha  bast  quality 
possibia  considaring  tha  condition  and  lagibility 
of  tha  original  copy  and  in  kaaplng  with  tha 
filming  contract  spaclficationa. 


Original  copias  in  printad  papar  covara  ara  flimad 
beginning  with  tha  front  cover  and  ending  on 
the  last  page  with  a  printed  or  illustrated  imprea- 
sion.  or  tha  back  cover  when  appropriate.  All 
other  original  copiaa  are  filmed  beginning  on  the 
first  pege  with  a  printed  or  illustreted  imprec- 
sion,  and  ending  on  the  last  pege  with  e  printed 
or  illustrated  impreeaion. 


L'axemplaire  film4  fut  reproduit  grice  A  la 
g4n4rosit*  da: 

D.B.  Waklon  Library 
Univanity  of  Wattarn  Ontario 

Les  images  suivantas  ont  4tA  raproduitas  avac  la 
plus  grand  soin.  compta  tanu  da  la  condition  at 
da  la  nettat*  da  raxempiaira  film*,  at  an 
eonformiti  avec  les  conditions  du  contrat  da 
ftlmage. 

Les  eiempiairaa  originaux  dont  la  couvartura  an 
papier  eat  ImprimAa  sont  filmis  an  commandant 
par  la  premier  plat  at  en  terminant  aoit  par  la 
darniire  page  qui  comporte  une  amprainta 
d'impression  ou  d'lllustration,  soit  par  la  second 
plat,  salon  la  cas.  Tous  las  autras  axamplairas 
originaux  sont  filmis  en  commandant  par  ia 
premiere  page  qui  comporte  une  amprainta 
d'Impreasion  ou  d'illustration  et  an  terminant  par 
la  darnlAre  page  qui  comporte  une  telle 
empreinte. 


The  laat  recorded  freme  on  each  microfiche 
ahall  contain  tha  symbol  ^^  (meening  "CON- 
TINUED"), or  the  symbol  ▼  (meaning  "END"), 
whichever  applies. 

Mapa,  plates,  charta,  etc.,  may  be  filmed  at 
different  reduction  ratios.  Those  too  large  to  be 
entirely  included  in  one  expoaura  are  filmed 
beginning  in  the  upper  left  hand  corner,  left  to 
right  end  top  to  bottom,  as  many  frames  as 
required.  The  following  diagrams  illustrate  the 
method: 


Un  des  symboles  suivents  apparaftra  sur  la 
darniAre  image  de  cheque  microfiche,  salon  la 
cas:  la  symbols  — ^  signifie  "A  SUIVRE".  la 
aymbola  ▼  signifie  "FIN". 

Les  cartes,  planches,  tableaux,  etc.,  peuvent  Atre 
filmAs  A  des  taux  de  rAduction  diffArants. 
Lorsque  le  document  est  trop  grand  pour  Atra 
reproduit  en  un  seul  clichA,  il  est  filmA  A  partir 
de  Tangle  supArieur  gauche,  de  gauche  A  droita, 
et  de  haut  en  bas,  an  prenant  la  nombra 
d'images  nAcessaira.  Les  diagrammas  suivants 
illustrent  la  mAthode. 


1  2  3 


1  2  3 

4  5  6 


MICROCOPY    RISOIUTION   TIST   CHART 

(ANSI  ond  ISO  TEST  CHART  No   2) 


1.0 


I.I 


143 


2.8 

M3A 

1 40 


It, 

u 


1.4 


2.2 

2.0 

1.8 
1.6 


^  /APPLIED  IM/IGE 

S^  1653   East   Main   Street 

S^S  Rochester,   New  York        t4ii09       USA 

■^S  (716)   482  -  0300  -  Pnone 

^S  (716)   288  -  5989  -  Fax 


1 1 


■a  " 


,** 


■« « 


ri". 


ff  •;• 


He  passed  by  with  Miss  Jefferys 

on  his  arm. — Page  24 

Frontispiece 


The  Records 

Being  Truthful  Accounts,  Grave  and  Gay, 
of  the  Doings  of  Certain  Real  People 

HtrtiHsfitr  itt  d»wi$  ftr  tki  RdtJi<Mthn  tf  tht  m,t  ainl 

ihi  Fttiith,  and  tht  jfrnmrmtut  tf  tht  Tirtd 

*nd  tht  Vnhtppj 


BY 


CrRUS  TOtVmEND  BRADT 

•/  PMtmpky,"  "j1  Littli  Trsiw  t»  lit  SmiA,"  ••  Ar 
Unrf  Mtrgan,   Bii€tsm*tr,'*  tu.^  tU. 


lllustrMtUns  iy 
LOUIS  D.   jlRjtTji 


TORONTO 
LANGTON    &    HALL,    Limited 


1-1.  \ 


^^  ..>;  fh 


i^lpiW^''  jU 


i  ..  Z, 


Copyright,  1904,  by 
G.  W.  DILLINGHAM  COMPANY 


Entibsd  at  Stationers'  Hall 


TA*  Reeordt 


Ittutd  Oetobtr,  1^04 


wmm'mKiama^^mr^^ 


ttHtiniiiiiwiiMH- 


"4^ 


TO 


MARGARET    BARRETT    CURRAN 


,J-/-/  ,"■■ 


t   \ 


tl 


\.^^\-M 


_au-4-c;i 


ACKNOfFLEDGMENT 

mth  one  exception  these  stories  have  already  seen  the  light 
in  the  different  magazines  of  the  country  and  are  here  re- 
printed by  the  gracious  permission  of  The  Associated  Sunday 
Magazines,  Century,  Cosmopolitan,  Delineator,  Illustrated 
Sporting  News,  Lippincott's,  New  Tork  Herald,  Scribner's, 
Smart  Set,   St.   Nicholas,  and  the   Twentieth  Century  Home. 


iL^ 


jtt  €t#ttL 


•' 


PREFACE 

It  is  8aid  that  everybody  has  at  least  one  good  storv 

n  tiim.    Perhaps  by  that  is  meant  that  everhuS 

We  however  obscure  and  hun.ble,  possesses  element" 

aescnhed  elearly  and  properly  would  in  itself  be 
a  ron^nee  wh  eh  would  n,eet  the  requirement.  „ 
that  fa„,ous   d.etum,    "  Will   it  make  you  laugh 
\V.ll  It  make  you  ery?    Will  it  make  you  wonder*  " 
set^inrf  7>!  T"'"^"^  "-^-"""e  -  ambitious  althe 

where  there  was^a  :ZiAT/sZ;\V'::Z  ^ 
a  possible  short  one,  I  have  madp  if  m.   k 
and  it  has  also  bee^  my^^lerut  -whe^iruld 
wUmTl  "'"rX'  '"S"'  ^""^  various  people  ^h 
af  i        T°'  i"."""'^  P'"''"  and  in  toueh  Jfth 

were  related  to  me  by  persons  whose  veracity  unlike 
their  stories,  is  beyond  question.  ^ '        '^^ 

These  I  have  faithfully  set  down  with  just  enou-h 
modification  to  make  them  r-rPrliKI-  v7  •  ^°*^"^^ 
imaonnnfi^r,  *  i  Credible,  with  just  enoutrb 

"na^nation  to  supplement  and  show  forth  the  truth 


yAmiM:^:^^  %itm.  ^'Hf$)iim^..,Mmmm)i  m  i.  iPk^, 
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that  is  in  them.  Since  there  is  in  nearly  everv  storv 
at  leaHt  a  ham  of  truth — some  of  those  which  appear 
most  improbable,  nay,  impossible,  are  absolutely  true 
even  to  details — I  have  seen  fit  to  name  the  collec- 
tion "  The  Jtecords." 

The  stories  have  been  gathered,  as  is  evident  even 
to  a  casual  inspection,  from  all  parts  of  the  countrv. 
My  knowledge  of  them  has  extended  over  many 
years,  the  writing  of  them  has  been  done  at  intervals 
during  a  long  and  busy  period. 

Lest  I  should  be  deemed  guilty  of  using  the  scalpel 
of  the  surgeon,  or  the  knife  of  the  demonstrator,  on 
human  experiences  in  unauthorized  ways,  it  will  in- 
terest the  reader  to  learn  that  in  most  cases  the 
record  has  been  made  not  only  with  the  permission 
but  often  upon  the  urgency  of  the  person  most  in- 
timately concerned.  No  one,  it  is  probable,  will  be 
able  to  identify  those  people  whose  doincrs  are  here 
recorded;  but,  surprising  as  it  may  seeiw,  several  of 
the  actors  in  t'^e  little  tragedies  or  comedies,  as  the 
case  may  be,  have  been  more  than  willing  to  appear 
in  this  book  under  their  own  proper  names ! 

I  have  sometimes  been  accused  of  writing  in  basic 
and  repenting  at  leisure.  Certainly  such  a  charge 
can  not  be  made  against  me  for  this  book,  at  least; 
for  I  have  written  it  at  leisure.  I  put  it  forth  in  the 
hope  that  its  reception  may  not  cause  me  to  repent 
of  it  in  haste. 

CYRUS  TOWNSEND  BRADY. 
Brooklyn,  New  York,  June  1,  1004. 
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A  SYNDICATE   HERO* 

Thr  fact  that  porsons  ^vhosc  patronymic    .  Smith 
usually  lalmr  under  tho  added  disability  o^  «uch  un- 
<li.;|tinffiii.shinff  names  as  John  or  William,  in  the  re- 
sult of  one  of  those  forms  of  parental  aberration 
which  «hows  a  profound  lack  of  consideration  for  tho 
future.     Smith  isn't  a  bad  name  of  itself.    There  is 
«ometh,nR  strong  and  sturdy  about  it  which  suggests 
Hal  of  the  Wynd,  and  which  goes  back  very  far- 
even  to  Tubal  Cain.     But  it  is  widely  diffused,  and 
therefore  lacks  distinction.    Ergo,  he  is  a  wise  father 
of  Smiths  who  can  differentiate  his  progeny  from  tho 
monotonous  mass  by  coupling  Smith  with  something 
that,  being  peculiar,  identifies,  while  it  also  differ- 
entiates. 

The  practice  of  parting  names  in  the  middle  is 
generally  reprehended,  but  if  it  be  ever  excusable, 

llZ  """  """'  '^  ^"^'^^-     ^-   Sig^bee  Smith 

thought  so,  at  any  rate,  and  he  possessed  none  of  the 
qualities  usually  ascribed  to  those  who  bisect  a  name. 
He  was  born  in  that  section  of  country  so  Uttle 

•  Br  courtMy  of  "  Scrlbner'i  Magitlnc." 


iHiHHHaiiHHiyr^jesc^  ^'.^:a-iKL^ 
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known,  iill.i  I.HS  notirc.l  by  i\u-  V^nX,  whirh  Upm  Im- 
voii.l  \\w  yiUmUA\^\n  iitid  whli'li,  likr  till'  fainouH  liiil 
of  i\w  Htory,  will,  notiii*  day,  woj(  th«  Dtttional  d«>g! 

Confniry  fo  tlip  hahit  of  WiMtiTii  youth  in  rocmI 
cir<Miin«t«nr<>s  he  had  not  IjcM-n  «rnt  Kant  to  colleges 
but  hii.i  JK-rn  c'duriit.><|  at  u  WoHtrrn  State  TniwrMify, 
whoMi.  dif)loiiu»  imant  Ichm,  prrhuiw,  than  thrMc-  of  tho 
more  ancient  inntitutionH,  hut  whirh,  uevcrthrh.Ms, 
covered  a  nnilfitude  of  healthy  e.dlepo  inHiuuiees! 
Hin  father  had  heen  a  Hc»ldi«.r,  who  had  fought  with 
di8tineti..n,  under  (irant,  in  the  Civil  War,  and  had 
made  a  ^oo.!  income  afterward  in  law  and  pfditic**; 
the  MUiall  uecumidafif.nM  of  which  he  left  to  P.  Sip*- 
hee,  hix  only  nurvivinj?  (lewendant. 

r.  Si^shee  roughed  it  for  a  time  in  the  West  after 
the  death  of  his  father,  and  then,  by  shrewd  and 
judici.)u.s  invcstnu  ntM,  incred«ed  his  ori^nnal  legacy, 
until  it  grew  to  a  comfortahle  fortune— beyond  tho 
MiHHiHHippf  It  wan  a  mere  drop  in  fh,.  bucket,  ho 
found  out,  wii  n  he  cam."  Ka.st.  He  didn't  conu'  Kast 
to  make  a  ffr^ater  fortune,  or  because  he  was  dis- 
satisfied with  the  West,  either,  but  because  of  a 
woman. 

Florence  Jeffery.H,  whose  father  owned,  or  con- 
trolled, the  great  ITamilton  railroad  system,  which 
gridironed  a  large  part  of  the  West  with  its  tracks, 
was  the  cause  of  P.  Sigsbee's  defection.  In  company 
with  Iiundreds  of  others,  he  iiad  met  her  for  one  brief 
half-hour  at  a  reception  given  her  father  by  the  local 
railroad  magnates  on  one  of  the  General's  tours  of 
inspection.    P.  Sigsbee  saw  her,  was  conquered,  and 


■^  SynJicttle  Hero 


,'',"7'  '"'•;  '^ -^'I "f  .-...r,...  .„..  1...  w«,   „.,v"r 

'"•'••""•  ■'""•";'■"•■'  •!■"•  1 .1  !<„.,„•  1,  ,"     ,, 

■■  I    f"!  .■no,,„h,  ...  ,„,,,„,,  „,„,  „.„,  ^^         '^  ;       ' 

""I.    no,  /,„|  ,„  ,„,„  ,,...,.  „,  ,,..  ,„,,_.^,      ^      ■« 

"f.lor..  ,„„„t  .,f  v,V,v.  i,„|,.,.,|t  "  "'-' 

To  ronio  lo  Xiiv  \„t\i  %..«•  i 

'    '^'^  **"'*  vf\-*\\  bill   fo  «,.♦  ,- 

"•'"'";;" "' "■- '''"i.v p«i"r,.  i„  who,. ..K.,  ;!^, 

>'Mk  for  K,K„I.    Jl„  „.„,  „  „,„„,,i,„„ 

I'o  .IP,.r„,i„„|,  i,„  ,|„,„„„i,„.,,  """'  ""''  »''■'« 

..";:,„';:;'  ""","■"!  '««■-  f-  "■'■■•'•i- '-  i-i  ..o  f„„cv 

for  ,lo,„g  „„,|,i„,,,  „,„„  f,,^  „ny,lu„«;i„.-:u„.|  '  ' 
'""■  >n  tho  ,„„„„..r  ,o  Il„r  Ifarl.or,  whoro  Iut  f a  I  er 
f,'".so.l  ,,„.l,.r  .1,0  „„,„o  of  „  ..  <.,'„„^,„  „        "'""-'  •"'• 

•u^nt  "'"'  '""'  "'"  '-"""'  '•"■'^  ">  ""■l<"  '1.0 

"'"nit).    If  not  hoart-whole  and  fancy  free,  sh,, 
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was  yet  unengaged,  for  the  papers,  he  was  sure, 
would  have  announced  an  engagement  long  since. 

Tb-re  were   not   many   available  young   men   at 
Bar  Harbor  so  early  in  the  season.     At  least  they 
did  not  bear  any  proper  proportion  to  the  available 
young  women,  and  1 .  Sigsbee  progressed  somewhat 
in   his   acquaintanceship   ^^'ith   the   young   lady,   al- 
though he  could  not  flatter  himself  that  he  made 
any  deep  impression  upon  her  heart.    There  seemed 
no  way  of  advancing  himself  in  the  affair,  and  m 
dismay  he  was  conscious  at  last  that  the  summer  was 
waning  without  bringing  to  h'm  the  desired  results. 
As  it  wore  on,  more  available  people  of  the  mascu- 
line persuasion  came  to  the  island,  and  Miss  Jefferys 
got  farther  from  him  than  ever. 

Among  his  acquaintances  was  a  young  man  named 
Lutterworth.  Lutterworth  was  an  ambitious  young 
fellow,  of  good  family,  and  better  parts,  who  was 
the  special  correspondent  of  a  syndicate  of  ^w 
York,  Boston  and  Philadelphia  papers,  as  well  as 
the  representative  of  the  Associated  Press  at  Bar 
Harbor.  Thev  were  congenial  spirits,  these  two, 
and  in  a  moment  of  desperation,  P.  Sigsbee  confided 
his  situation  to  the  other. 

"  What  you  want,  P.  S.,"  said  the  sage  Lutter- 
worth, aftJr  reflecting  deeply  upon  the  confidence 
of  his  friend,  "is  to  get  yourself  before  the  public 
in  some  wav.  You  want  to  be  a  hero,  create  a  sensa- 
tion, shine^  out  as  doing  something  startling.  Get 
yourself  talked  nbout.  yon  know,  for  courage  and 
daring,  and  so  on.    These  things,"  oracularly,  "  ap- 


i 


If 


■J  Syndicate  Hero 


13 

,>.ai  .„  a  woman  "-ho  was  twen^;;:;;:::;;;;^:;;^; 

•'"•        Got    om  talking  about  you.     Now,  if  you 
•■■•  only    uggost  some  sort  of  a  sensation,  I'll  w^rk 
■t  up  m  the  papers  for  all  it  is  worth  " 

"  ''''^''"  °»'»o-^d  P.  Sigsbee,  diaeonsolalelv    "  I 

,  •     ^"'  *'"'"  «  'horo  to  do!     I  can  ride  a 
.roncho,  or  rope  a  long-horn,  or  shoot  a  pipe  Tut  „f 
our  mouth  fro.  across  the  road,  but  these    ht^ 
-Ion  t  seem  to  go  here.     I  don't  believe  there's  ! 

:n7:roo:r-""'^^''-^-  -^-^^ 

winning  a  woman's  heart!  "  ^   " 

"^>"   said  Lutterworth   thoughtfully,    "there's 

;:Lrtatrinl;Xti:?  ;^  :t  -  - 

;_Hou,d  be  worth  so.e.i:i:rp's.!i\tv:i:-^: 

^v  mmg!     What  was  it  you  werp  fplUr,^.  .v, 
-vosterday  about  a  row  on  the  Tenn  J:;;i'^'""="  "^ 
^^  It  wasn't  much  of  a  row." 

"  At  any  rate,  let's  have  it.     Perh.nc  T  j 

someth-  ,g  with  it."  -forhaps  I  may  do 

crane  J^  K  V      ?™'  "'^''"'^  '«'^''  l^on  wearing 

Sip  :,t'tm:  """It  '  ^^^  ™"-*^ «"« 

began  fo  tath/d '"^   "''"''  ""^  ^'"°«'"'-  -^ 
5  daseuss  the  dead  gereral.     You  know  he 
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was  one  of  father's  frionds,  and  has  always  been  a 
hero  of  mine.  That  man,  Shiman,  you  know,  that 
little  whiffet  that's  on  the  Admiral's  staff— how  such 
a  man  as  the  Admiral  could  put  him,  or  keep  him, 
on  his  staff  is  more  than  I  can  tell 
"  Yes,  yes,  but  go  on." 


M 
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That  little  ass  made  some  remarks  concerning 
Grant  which  were  highly  derogatory— insulting  I 
called  them.  It  made  me  mad.  especially  as  he  s-as 
wearing  crape  for  Grant  at  the  time,  so  I  took  him 
aside  and  told  him  forcibly  that  if  he  made  any 
more  talk  like  that  in  my  presence,  I'd  knock  his 
head  off,  if  I  had  to  do  it  before  the  whole  ship's 
company.  I  believe  I'd  have  done  it  right  then  and 
there,  as  it  was,  but  you  see  the  young  ladies  were 

present." 

"  Um!  "  returned  Lutterworth.     "  Did  they  hear 

what  you  said?  " 

"  I  suppose  so.  I  didn't  speak  so  low  as  I  should 
have  done,  perhaps." 

"  I  think  I  can  make  something  out  of  that  story. 
All  you  have  to  do  is  to  back  me  up  in  whatever  I 
say,  and  we'll  set  afloat  a  bigger  sensation  than  the 
old  flagship  herself." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do?  " 

"  Xever  mind,"  answered  the  resourceful  Lutter- 
worth, "  I'll  fix  it  up  all  right." 

"  I'd  hate  to  be  laughed  at." 

"  You'll  be  admired,  envied,  adored!  Leave  it 
to  me," 
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"Well,  go  ahead,"  at  last  assented  P.   Sigsbee 
not  entirely  easy  in  his  mind,  however.  ' 

The  next  morning  there  was  a  brief  despatch  in 
the  Associated  Press  reports  to  the  effect  that  one 
of  the  officers  of  the  North  Atlantic  Squadron,  then 
on  Its  annual  summer  cruise  to  Bar  Harbor    had 
spoken  in  a  manner  derogatory  to  the  memory  of 
General  Grant;  and  that  a  prominent  smmner  so- 
journer had  taken  exception  to  the  officer's  remarks 
and  had  sent  him  a  char  .„ge  to  fight  a  duel.    In  the 
special  correspondence   to   the  metropolitan   dailies 
which  Lutterworth  represented  there  was  a  fuller 
and  more  explicit  account  of  the  row,  with  the  addi- 
tional information  that  the  challenger  was  a  West- 
ern man  whose  father  had  served  under  and  had 
been  a  friend  of  the  great  general. 

They  were  innocent-looking  little  paragraphs,  but 

they  excited  a  great  deal  of  attention.     It  was  sum- 

mer  and  there  was  not  much  doing  in  the  country  at 

arge.     The  item  was  widely  read  and  commented 

upon  with  avidity. 

The  arrival  of  the  papers  made  a  sensation  on  the 
.sland  as  well  A  little  thing  stirs  up  a  summer 
colony,  and  this  was  apparently  a  great  one.  As 
.soon  as  he  read  the  notice,  P.  Sigsbee,  in  great  per- 
turbation, posted  off  to  find  Lutterworth. 

See  here,"  he  exclaimed.     "You  blamed  idiot 
.^at^.s  all  this  mean.    Wll  get  me  into  not'i 

tur'S  T,i°lt,  hS'  -^^^^«~'.    imper- 
.  .  dii  I  ignt,     X  ou  let  me  work  it  out 
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in  my  own  way.    You  are  not  afraid  to  fight  a  duel, 
are  you?" 

"  Fight  a  duel?  Of  course  not!  I've  looked  into 
the  mouth  of  a  loaded  pistol  more  than  once.  I'm  not 
afraid  of  anything  but  being  made  a  fool  of.  But 
this  will  never  do  at  all." 

"  It'll  work;  you  see  if  it  doesn't.  Besides,  it's 
just  beginning." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  now?" 
"  I'm  going  to  interview  you." 

"  Not  by  a " 

"  Hold  on!  Yes,  T  am.  Let  me  see.  You  sent 
a  challenge  oflF  to  young  Slmnan.  Xow  the  question 
is,  what  did  he  do? " 

"But  I  didn't  send  a  challenge,  you  idiot!" 
"I  know,  I  know.     But  in  this  story  you  did. 
What  do  you  think  he  would  do  in  that  case?" 

"  Well,  if  I'm  a  judge  of  a  sneak,  he'd  try  to  get 
out  of  it." 

"  Exactly.    But  how?" 

"  I  don't  know.    But  ;>ou  addle-headed " 

"Don't  call  names.  Let  me  think.  I'll  make 
him  decline  it  as  against  the  rules  of  the  service. 
That's  first-rate.  Now,  one  other  question.  What 
would  you  do  under  such  circumstances?" 

"  You'll  drive  me  crazy.  I  tell  you  the  circum- 
stances are  impossible." 

But  if  they  were  possible?" 
Well  I  suppose  if  T  were  fool  enough  to  get 
into  such  a  scrape  I'd  brand  him  as  a  coward,  and 
threaten  to  shoot  him  on  sight." 
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"Good!  Splendid!  Great  head!  What  would 
he  do,  then?" 

''  Anyone  who  wasn't  an  utter  abject  craven  would 
take  me  up  then,  I  suppose,  but " 

"  Good  again.  Everything  is  going  along  delight- 
fully. He  accepts  your  challenge.  Yes,  you  can 
fight  in  Green  Mountain  Gorge.  That  would  bo  a 
beautiful  place  for  a  fight,  so  wild,  so  romantic." 

"I'll  tell  you  one  thing,  Lutterworth.  If  you 
keep  on  there  will  be  a  shooting  match,  and  it  won't 
be  in  Green  Mountain  Gorge,  either,  and  you'll  be 
the  victim.' 

"  P.  S.,  if  you  don't  bless  me  for  this  until  the 
end  of  your  life,  after  I  get  through,  you  can  shoot 
me  on  sight.  Now,  go,  my  boy— hold  on,  though! 
Those  yarns  about  your  prowess,  riding  bronchos, 
shooting  pipes,  all  that  stuff.  Is  that  straight 
goods?" 

''  True  P.3  Gospel,  but " 

"  All  right.    Get  out!" 

"Lutterworth,  you're  a  fool!  You'll  ruin  me," 
said  P.  Sigsbee,  turning  away  in  despair. 

The  next  morning  the  papers  contained  an  inter- 
view with  the  challenger,  whose  name,  however,  for- 
tunately for  P.  Sigsbee's  peace  of  mind,  was  not 
given.  The  affair  was  cleverly  exploited  further.  A 
challenge  had  been  sent  and  declined  by  the  naval 
officer  on  the  plea  that  the  customs  of  the  service 
prevented  his  acceptance.  The  challenger  thereupon 
had  declared  his  intention  of  publicly  branding  the 
other  man  as  a  coward  and  shooting  him  on  sight. 
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At  that  the  naval  officer  had  accepted  the  challeuge, 
seconds  had  been  named,  one  of  whom  wan  a  promi- 
nent  young  liteiarj  man— Lutterworth  wanted  to 
get  a  little  personal  glory  out  of  hia  magnificent  in- 
ventions—a meeting  had  been  appointed  to  take 
place  in  Green  ^fountain  Gorge  tlie  next  morning. 
After  these  preiiminuries  hud  bet  n  settled,  it  was 
stated  that  the  Admiral  had  somehow  got  wind  of  the 
affair  and  peremptorily  confined  tl.e  young  otticer 
to  his  ship. 

The  excitement  was  increasing.     Lutterworth  had 
handled  tlie  case  most   brilliantly.     His  telegrams 
told  just  enough  to  pique  curiosity  to  the  highest 
point.    It  was  the  sensation  of  tlie  hour.    Staid  old 
veterans  of  the  late  war,  such  as  by  good  fortune 
General  Jefferys  happened  to  be,  discussed  the  affair 
over  their  cigars,  and  while  they  all  deprecated  the 
practice   of  duelling,   they   were   delighted   to   find 
some  one  willing  to  fight  to  defend  the  memory  of 
the  dead  commander.     Fair  damsels  exchanged  im- 
pressions and  lauded  the  heroic  challenger  to  the 
skies—"  So  romantic!     So  gallant,  you  know!" 

Lutterworth  received  a  frantic  telegram  every  half 
hour  during  the  morning,  asking  for  more  particu- 
lars. When  P.  Sigsbee  found  him  in  his  room  after 
the  arrival  of  the  papers,  he  was  chuckling  with 
glee. 

'[  What  did  I  toll  you,  old  man?  This  is  the  sen- 
sation of  the  day." 

"  It  is,"  grimly  assented  P.  Sigsbee.  "  Too  much 
of  a  sensation  for  me.    Thank  the  Lord  nobodv  iden- 
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tifies  ,ne  with  it  yet     U  they  did  1  should  be  tho 
laughing  stock  of  tho  town." 

"  x\ot  you.     You  don't  know  those  Eastern  people. 
BcMde.,  before  to-morrow  you  will  be  identified  with 

I'  You  are  not  going  to  interview  me  again?  " 

x^o   mdeed.     I  will  now  make  a  formal  request 
of  you  for  an  interview ."  ^ 

"  Which  I  decline  to  grant,  at  once." 

"Of  course,  that's  the  proper  thing  for  you  to 
do  now  I  am  going  to  find  out  vour  name  from 
some  other  sourer."  ^  ^^ 

"  I  forbid  you,"  wrathfully. 

"Oh,  keep  cool!" 

anZr  T''  "'"'  '"'\T''  ^^*^"»  '"^y  «*^^r  source, 
anyway.    j\o  one " 

;;  Oh,  yes,  I  can,"  said  Lutterworth,  teasingly. 
"What  source?"  ^^ 

"  Who  were  those  young  ladies  who  were  with 
you  on  that  ship  that  day  you  talked  to  Sluman   " 
I  shall  not  tell  you." 

"Well  I  have  found  out  without  your  help." 
Who  told  vou?"  ^ 

"They   did    themselves.      They   are    more    than 
tie    fh  '\'f  ;'  '"^  ""'''■    O-  -  MisTrhn, on 

ytn  ^',d  ^'™r-    '"''  """"''  ""'O"'  I  know 
iZ^fu'  ""  '*"  '""  '*""•"  y-  «'«e  the  man 

L"::dt:yi:r^"'^'-'-'"^'"«- they  dared 

"  You  didn't  deny  it,  of  course?  " 
"  Certainly  not." 
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"  What  (lid  vou  do*  " 

"  I  iimde  them  Mwcar  secrecy  asi  to  the  officer's 
name." 

**  Oh,  they  knew  that,  toe?  " 

"  Yes.  I  don't  want  anybody  to  get  into  trouble 
over  this  affair,  although  that  man  deserves  it,  I  de- 
clare. I  think  those  girls  will  keep  quiet  about  him, 
all  right.     But  they  are  certain  to  tell  your  name." 

"  Great  Heavens!     What  have  you  done  for  me<  " 

"  The  best  thing  in  your  life.  Just  wait  until  I 
am  through  with  you.  Miss  Rivers  ir»  an  intimate 
fnVml  of  Colonel  AVinsor's  daughter.  Cohinel  Win- 
?or  is  an  old  friend  of  General  Jefferys.  Fannie 
Winsor  i-*  one  of  Florence  Jeffery's  boon  compan- 
ions 

"  See  here,  Lutterworth,  when  you  speak  of  that 
young  woman,  please  refer  to  her  as  'Miss  Jefferys.'" 

"Oh,  Ix>rd,  you're  hit  hard!  Well,  Miss  Rivers 
told  Miss  AVinsor.  Miss  Winsor  told  her  father,  her 
father  told  General  Jefferys.  Miss  Winsor  also  told 
Mtss  Jefferys.  There  was  a  dinner  party  given  there 
last  night  and  they  were  all  talking  about  it.  Gen- 
eral Jefferys  said  you  were  a  fool  to  fight  a  duel, 
but  he'd  like  to  meet  you  just  the  same.  Miss  Jef- 
ferys said  you  were  a  hero  to  defend  General  Grant, 
and  said  further,  that  she  had  met  you,  and  that 
you  were  a  man." 

"  You  don't  say  so!  "  joyfully  grabbing  the  other 
man's  hands.    "  Lutterworth,  old  man " 

"  I  told  you  to  let  me  alone  and  I'd  fix  you  all 
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riKht.     Now  ^o  away  and  leave  rnc.     Yow  have  re- 
fiiHod  to  U'  intcTviewt'd.     That's  all  I  want." 

At  the  hotel  when  he  went  baek,  P.  SigHbeo  found 
an  invitation  to  a  hiwn  party  given  that  evening  at 
the  Jefferyg  cottage.    Jle  w.nt,  of  eouwe,  and  hud  a 
happy    time.      Although,    when    taxed    by    hi.s    fair 
iu>ate88,  he  denied  up  and  down  that  he  had  sent  any 
challenge  and  he  repeated  his  denial  to  CJeneral  Jef- 
ferys,  who  condesi-ended  to  notice  him  during  the 
<vening,  he  was  not  Udieved.     Uesides,  P.  Sigsbec 
coul.I  not  deny,  in  the  face  of  the  testimony  of  the 
.Misses  Rivers  an.l  Johnson,  that  he  hud  been  in  the 
HaK-ship,  and  had  reproved  the  officer— name  still 
undeclared— for  defaming  the  memory  of  the  dead 
general.     That  was  enough. 

He  made  more  progress  in  his  wooing  in  that  one 
^venmg  than  he  had    hoped    to  achieve  in  vears 
Florence  Jefferyg  really  distinguished  him  bv  her 
c-ordiality,  and  on  his  departure  he  received 'from 
Ixjth  her  father  and  herself  an  invitation   to  call, 
which  set  him  in  the  seventh  heaven.    All  he  wanted 
was  an  opportunity-he  was  a  well-bred,  likeable, 
admirable  fellow-and  Lutterworth  had  given  him 
ha  .    He  resolved  to  embrace  it  in  spite  of  the  fact 
that  his     onscience  troubled  him  greatly 

Liitterworth  was  at  the  lawn  fete,  too.  So  was 
the  Admiral  So  also  were  a  number  of  officers  on 
118  staff  all  earnestly  denying  that  there  was  any 
truth  whatever  in  the  yarn.  Lutterworth  and  the 
Misses  Johnson  and  Kivers  observed  with  glrc-  that 
l*^ns,gn  Slumai.  turned  pale  as  death  when  P.  Sigs- 
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bt>o,  Miiproiiu'ly  unconrtcioiH  of  hid  prraoncp,  pnM,*o(| 
hy  with  .\iiMJ4  JitFtTyM  on  his*  urin.  lit-  at  oiifu  «x- 
eu!*.Hl  liiiiihilf  from  further  uttcMuJuiico  on  the 
A.hiiiral,  on  the  plea  of  iMne.-.H,  an<l  tied  to  the  ship. 
He  had  already  hud  u  nuseralde  lime  in  a  desperate 
emhavor  to  divert  uuspicion  from  hinwelf  in  the 
wan!  room. 

Lutterworth  K'ft  tl»e  party  early  in  order  to  jjet 
hiH  special  correspondctuM-  otf  in  time  for  the  next 
day.  As  he  walked  down  the  road  he  was  overtaken 
by  the  Admiral  with  two  of  his  y..iin^'  oflieern.  They 
■were  riding'  in  cue  of  the  buekhoanis  indip-noua  to 
the  island,  and  when  they  overhauh'd  the  young  man 
trudging  along  in  tho  dust  and  darkness  they  hos- 
pitably invited  him  to  a  vacant  sent. 

"  Mr.  Lutterworth,"  said  the  Admiral,  "  you  know 
pretty  much  all  that  is  going  on  in  these  latitudes. 
'J'ell  mo  how  that  absurd  story  originated^  That 
duel  affair,  you  know." 

"  I  know  no  more  than  is  contained  in  the  reports, 
fir,"  promptly  answered  Lutterworth,  with  a  strict 
regard  for  the  truth  and  very  tactfully  as  well. 

"  Lies,  all  of  them!  I'd  like  to  get  my  hands  on 
the  swab  that  wrote  'em!  "  exclaimed  young  Wright- 
son,  truculently,  from  the  front  seat. 

The  situation  began  to  get  interesting  for  Lutter- 
worth. Suppose  these  bloodthirsty  warriors  found 
out  that  he ? 

"  It's  an  infernal  outrage,  a  slander  on  the  whole 
navy,  that's  what  it  is!  " 

"  I  am  going  to  find  out  about  it.     To-morrow  I 
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shoil  !>o  in  ponfin-^on  f)f  tlio  foetn,"  i«ai(l  tho  Admiral, 
.•ti-rnlv.  ••  1  tol.  jjrapli.Ml  to  *oiw  of  my  frii-n.U  in 
\«nv  York  to  j?o  aroinnl  to  tin-  pa|M'M  and  g«'t  tln» 
luimo  of  tlu'  corrc-ponclcnt.  If  I  catch  him  I  will 
make  it  hot  for  him.  !Io  ought  to  hv  kf«»lhauh'.|. 
Y'ou  know  him,  I  «uppo!w»r' 

"  I  only  kn«)\v  what  U  in  the  p.ipcM,  Admiral/'  an- 
Hwpred  the  youngster  boldly,  but  not  feeling  very 
happy. 

"  Well,  wo  shall  all  know  in  the  morninp.  By  the 
way,  wp  are  having  a  reception  on  the  Hap-ship  to- 
morrow from  ten  to  twelve.  Von  knf)W  the  fleet  t^aiU 
in  the  afternoon.  We  ^hall  be  plad  to  welcome  you, 
.Mr.  Lutterworth." 

"  Thank  you,  Til  be  there,  sir,"  said  Lutterworth, 
pnmely,  imiking  an  excuse  to  leave  them  as  he  did  «o. 
Well,  he  was  in  for  it,  anyway,  they  would  surely 
find  out,  aufl  he  might  as  well  have  as  much  fun  aa 
he  could  before  he  was  caught.  So  he  rusheil  off  to 
his  office,  composed  himself  in  spite  of  the  threaten- 
ing exposure  and  went  to  work  on  his  despatches. 
Fortunately,  P.  Sigsbee  was  not  invited  to  the  siiip. 

The  ne.xt  morning  the  duel  sensation  of  Alt.  Desert 
was  further  exploited.  It  was  announeed  that  two 
of  the  belles  of  the  island  had  overheard  a  portion 
of  the  conversation  and  the  name  of  the  young  man 
who  had  offered  the  challenge  was  Air.  P.  Sigsbee 
Snu'th,  formerly  of  Colorado,  now  a  resident  of  :;ew 
Vork.  ilere  followed  a  glowing  ncoount  of  Smith, 
and  his  prowess  with  deadly  v  npons.  He  was  char- 
acterized as  one  of  the  finest  products  of  the  United 
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Suif*  cDtiibiniiiK  tUv  fr<>ciinm  ami  coiiraffo  of  th« 
Wr«t  with  the?  ciillurp  iiiid  rrtitunu-iii  of  th«  K««t. 
lliM  rtMiiovtti  to  Svw  Vork  wan  tlwrit  \ipon,  ami,  a* 
«  final  Xa|>olronic'  touch  of  Luttrrworlli'n  daring 
gt'iiiui,  P.  SigMbef  wax  announced  an  a  prominent 
Kepubiiiun  canciidatf  for  Con^ri'MM  in  tho  down-town 
dintrict  in  wliith  \w  roKidr^i,  that  fall.  Tlioro  wa*  a 
lot  mori'  aixiut  tlu*  HJtuation,  poimiMtin^  of  intcrviewN, 
real  or  fiftitioiifi,  frfun  mmw  vrrv  important  men, 
who,  without  poniniittin^  thpniMolves  to  the  approval 
of  the  duel,  coruuiencied  the  vouni?  nian'M  Iwdd  de- 
fence of  the  ?nernory  »>f  (ifneral  (}r«nt.  There  waH 
al«o  a  modiMt  tlenial  of  the  r^'pfjrt,  purj)orting  to 
come  from  P.  Sipsbee  liimnelf,  whicli  wbm  no  cun- 
ningly worded  hv  the  inKeniou«  Lutterworth,  that  it 
carried  conviction  to  everybmiy  that  the  story  wan 
true. 

The  papers  and  tlie  answer  to  the  Admiral's  in- 
quiries got  to  the  flag-ship  at  the  same  time.  Lutter- 
worth, first  of  the  reception  guests,  arrived  roob 
after.  The  officers,  except  Slumnn,  who  was  so  ill 
he  had  to  go  on  the  sick  list,  and  was  confined  to  hi§ 
cabin,  had  arranged  a  warm  reception  for  that  young 
man.  He  had  wit  enough  to  imagine  the  situation, 
and  was  prepared  for  defence.  As  he  nonchalantly 
stepped  through  the  gangway  he  was  met  by  a  dele- 
gation headed  by  Wrigbtson.  The  threatening  ap- 
pearance of  that  young  man  and  his  comrades  boded 
ill  for  the  correspondent. 

"Mr.  Lutterworth "  he  roared  out,  savagely, 

shaking  his  fi?f;  in  the  voun'^  man's  face, 
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"  Ah,  Mr.  Wrightiion,"  miavel^v  nnnwcriHl  Taittpr 
worth,  turning  U^  i\w  gangway,  "  allow  Uic,  MiiA 
Kivpp*  and  Mim  JohnMon!  " 

Thoro  conlil  Ixj  no  Hghting  in  th©  pr«»«c'nci»  of 
huiif^,  and  Lnttrrworth  with  a  di'votion  h<>  randy 
nuinift'HtiMi,  took  faro  not  to  loavp  them  for  a  mio- 
imnf.  Ill'  rrsirttrd  th<»  mmt  prrt^^ing  invitations  to 
go  Indow  jiiMt  a  niointnt  for  a  drink,  a  word,  for  any 
|Mir|Mj«o.  At  hiHt  he  and  hin  two  frii'ndn  loft  tho  uliip 
togrthiT  with  tho  fir»4t  of  the  gurntH  to  depart. 
Wrightrton  wonhl  have  given  a  niontli'^  pay  to  have 
gone  with  him,  too.  It  eannot  Ik;  lienli'd  that  Lutter- 
worth waH  a  geniuH. 

The  sailing  onlern  of  the  Admiral  were  imprativo 
tin<\  the  whip  got  under  way  at  twelve  o'eloek,  earry- 
iiitr  from  the  harhor  a  tine  Inxly  of  young  ofKeern  who 
iliirnud  f("*  an  opportunity  to  cro  ashore  avd  inter- 
view Lutterworth, an<l,  ineidentally,  I*.  Sigj»l»ee  Smith, 
as  well.  There  was  one  among  them,  however,  who 
watched  the  rooky  shores  of  the  island  fade  into  tho 
distance  with  feelings  of  relief  .x)  great  to  be 
imagined. 

That  fall  two  things  happened  to  P.  Sigshee  Smith. 
One  was  his  election  to  Congress  on  tho  strength  of 
his  bold  defe.ice  of  (lenernl  Grant,  which  many  new- 
found advocates  worked  to  the  ast  limit  in  a  swi^'t 
red-hot  campaign  in  his  district!  The  other,  just 
after  his  election,  was  his  marriage  to  Miss  Florence 
Jeflferys,  with  the  full  approval  of  the  old  general 
himself.  Lutterworth  was  his  best  man  at  the  wed- 
ding, as  he  had  been  his  right-hand  man  in  the  cam- 
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pai^.  As  \\  SigHbee  Smith  frankly  acknowledged, 
if  It  had  not  been  for  that  brilliant  and  audacious 
youngster,  neither  of  the  successes  would  have  como 
to  him.  His  wife  still  believes  him  a  hero,  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  he  told  her  the  truth  before  they 
were  married.  She  had  loved  him  at  first  for  the 
dangers  she  thought  he  had  evoked;  after  that  she 
loved  him  for  himself  alone-at  least  that  is  what 
she  said,  and  P.  feigsbee  believed  her,  tool 


!:  t 

ill 


Second  Record 


HOW  "THE   KID"   W£ XT   OVl  R 
THE   RANGE 'k 

There  had  beon  a  quarrel  between  them,  a  lover's 
(luarrel   over   a   trivial  matter   unworthy   a   second 
thought.     .Alost  lovers'  quarrels  have  about  as  much 
foundation  as  theirs.     Whatever  the  ethics  of  the 
situation,  it  was  sufficiently  painful  to  liU  both  of 
them  with  misery.     On  the  principle  of  so  bearino- 
herself  that  the  other  party  should  suffer  the  more 
in  any  quarrel,  .Miss  Josephine  Cooper,  deliberately 
disrep:ar<ling  several  tentative  efforts  at   reconcilia- 
tion—which   Lieutenant     AVilliani    Barnard,     12th 
Cavalry,   U.S.A.,  being  the  injured  partv  and  the 
mascuhne,  felt  that  it  was  only  proper  he  should 
inake-coolly  ordered  her  horse,  asked  Captain  Mc- 
Cauley  to  assist  her  to  mount,  and  prepared  to  ride 
awav. 

lieforc  she  did  so,  sl.e  flashed  one  look  at  Barnard 
hovering  disconsolately  near  with  a  n.ien  as  pro- 
foundly abject  as  even  the  most  self-willed  ^voman 
could  desire.  Fortunately  for  him,  he  eau^ht  the 
glance  of  the  sparkling  bine  eye,  and  seemed  to  find 
something  encouraging  there,  although  it  was  patent 
.  moment  later  that  the  wish  was  father  to  the 
sup*"  /Sition. 

*Bj-  coBrteey  of  "  Ess  JSss  Publishing  Co." 
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At  any  rate,  he  stepped  to  her  side,  and,  under 
pretense  of  adjusting  the  stirrup  strap,  detained  her 
for  a  few  moments — an  attention  to  which  she  had 
no  inward  objection,  be  it  said. 

"  Josephine "  he  began. 

"  I  think  you  would  better  say  '  Miss  Cooper ' — 
after  last  night,"  she  interrupted,  coldly. 

"  I  wish  to  apologize,"  he  went  on,  unheeding; 
"  it's  all  my  own  fault.  I  was  all  wrong.  I'm  a 
beast." 

He  had  not  been,  and  he  was  not,  but  that  was 
what  the  girl  wanted  him  to  say,  nevertheless.  Her 
heart  throbbed  with  delight  as  he  spoke,  but,  because 
she  felt  guilty  herself,  she  concluded  he  had  not  yet 
had  punishment  enough. 

"  I  accept  your  apology,  Mr.  Barnard,  although  no 
apology  can  ever  restore  matters  to — er — the  former 
footing.     Good  morning." 

She  lifted  the  reins,  but  he  caught  the  bridle  and 
detained  her. 

"  Oh,  don't  say  that!  "  he  pleaded.  "  Surely,  you 
were  a  little  to  blame  yourself." 

He  was  a  profoundly  politic  young  man,  but  this 
bad  move  was  due  to  his  agitation  lest  she  should 
escape  him. 

"Not  at  all,  sir,"  replied  the  girl,  with  a  great 
show  of  spirit.  "  Take  your  hand  off  the  bridle  at 
once!  " 

"  At  least — "  he  urged,  desperately,  "  don't  go  out 
alone." 

"Why  not?" 
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"  I  don't  know,  but  I  fear " 

"  *  A  soldier  and  afoared^ '  '  she  quoted,  laughing 
without  merriment. 

**  '  Afeured  '  for  you,  Josephine." 
"Nonsense,  :Mr.  Barnard!  What  is  there  to  be 
afraid  of?  There  are  no  Indians  except  tame  ones 
and  dead  ones  for  a  hundred  miles.  The  most  un- 
pleasant object  I  am  likely  to  encounter  during  the 
day  could  not  bo  so  bad  as  yourself,  sir.  I'm  going 
for  a  canter.    Will  you  release  my  horse?  " 

He  made  no  movement  to  let  go  the  bridle.     She 
lifted  the  little  raw-hide  whip  he  had  given  her. 

"Great  heavens  I  "  he  gasped,  staring  at  her. 
"  You  wouldn't  strike  me?  " 

"Of  course  not,  but  the  horse.  Will  you  left 
him  go?    Thank  you.     Good  morning." 

She  cantered  off  over  the  open  toward  the  wood 
which  bordered  the  river,  leaving  the  lieutenant  bit- 
ing his  lips  in  futile  annoyance. 

"  Hello  I  "  said  the  little  bishop,  looking  up  as  tho 
young  man  stamped  his  foot,  and  muttered  some- 
thmg  which  was  decidedly  unecclesiastieal.  "  What's 
the  matter,  Barnard?" 
"Xothing,  sir." 
"Where  is  Josephine?" 
"  Gone  off  yonder." 

"Oho!"   said  the   bishop.     "You  have  had  a 
oilference,  have  you?    I  see." 

"Yes,  sir.    My  cursed— I  beg  your  pardon,  sir- 
temper- " 

"  Ye-es,"  remarked  the  bishop  sapiently.    ^'  I  sup- 
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poso  80.  I've  scon  this  sort  of  thing  before.  You 
can  tell  her  it  was  jour  temper,  but  you  needn't  be 
particular  to  inform  me.  Never  mind;  she'll  come 
back  safely,  presently." 

"  But  I  don't  like  to  see  her  riding  over  this  coun- 
try alone,  sir.'* 

"  What  could  happen  to  her?  "  asked  the  old  man. 
"  Nothing  that  I  know  of." 

"There    are    no   hostiles   around   hero   now,    are 
there?" 

"  Not  one,"  answered  Captain  ]\rcCaulev,  joining 
m  the  conversation.  "  I  don't  know  anything  that 
could  possibly  happen  ,0  her.  She  is  'quite  safe. 
There  are  no  ^  ilJ  animals  here  and  she  has  a  re- 
volver in  her  holster.  I  saw  to  that,  and  she  knows 
how  to  handle  it,  too.  Bishop,  it's  just  a  lover's 
apprehension  on  Barnard's  part.  I  wish  ho'd  show 
as  much  interest  in  his  company  back  at  Fort  Kin- 
ney." 

"  Suppose  you  follow  hor,  Barnard,"  suggested  the 
bishop,  "I've  no  doubt  she  would  be  more  than 
willing  to  have  you  overtake  her." 
^  "Not  I!"  replied  that  young  man,  moodily. 
'  She  wouldn't  speak  to  me  if  I  did,  and  I'd  better 
keep  away  from  her  a  little,  I  think." 

"'  Very  well,"  answered  the  old  man,  "  McCauley 
and  I  are  going  fishing.     Come  along." 

"Do  you  think  she  could  get  lost?"  asked  Bar- 
nard, as  Captain  :McCauley  scrambled  to  his  feet  and 
got  ready  to  join  the  bishop. 

"  Of  course  not/'  answered  that  veteran.     ''  She 
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luis  Loon  on  tlu.  ,,l„i„,  before.    She  l,a,,  „„|v  to  keep 
wutc),  of  the  sun,  or,  at  worst,  to  follow  U,e  river 
tome  ,,,„,,  ,iarn„r,l.      I,o„^t  be  a  jack  over  ,ul 
«■  1!     hi..' .  all  rwhe.     lietter  join  ,„  f„r  „  d„,.., 
'-1.-S.     Tl.ere',  nothin.  .,„  „,„,,  f„  „  ,„„„»,;"/_» 
eertam  eon.l.tion.  a.  fi.sl,i„„.     jj,  ,„„  ^^ 
over  tne  wat.x  all  ,lay  with  hi,  t,,„„g|,.,  ,,.sewher. 
an,l  I„.  perf..e,h.  |,„ppv,  ,hi„ki„g  ,,e  i,  o,eupi<.d  an.l 

"  V-^-."  answere<l  the  hi.hop,  "  it  o„sht  to  be  a 

Ta  ,     "'■  ■  •"  '''';■"«•      ^°""'  '"™"-  Barnard;     h 
«  eath..r  will  aeeoni  with  your  emotions." 

.So,  with  lanshter  and  gentle  raillerv,  thev  took  the 
.l..eonsolate  lover  with  then,  to  the  rive  .The 
C.;!"-  '''^;^Tr^  one  of  his  rare  vaeations,  and 
Captam  JfeCanley,  an  old  friend,  had  invited  h  m  to 

ZtZ  "'"'J''""  "^  '-^  ^"""'  "*  "W  iort  Kle; 

-.11.     ^,      ♦♦.vt^raing.      I  he   bishop  had  broiixrhf 

-     h„n  Miss  Josephine  Cooper,  one  of  the  Belt 

College  g,rl,,  who  had  graduated  that  vear,  and  who 

wanted  to  see  something  „f  the  life  i„  'the  m  "ntdns 

before  she  returned  to  Philadelphia.    As  the  bi    „„ 

and  her  parents  were  old-time  friend,    T       ^ 

willing  that  he  should  take  her  alon  "  A  1  theTr'ir 

-n.  and  hunting  e..pedition  do^nf  the' Zt  R^e'r" 
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Volley.  Barnard,  who  was  hia  junior  lieutenant, 
had  been  invited,  and  Josephine  Cooper,  accom- 
panied by  Mrs.  Maloney,  the  wife  of  Sergeant 
:^^aloney,  who  was  in  charge  of  the  soldiers  and 
f*ervants  of  the  party,  had  gone  along  too.  They 
had  enjoyed  a  delightful  time,  and  were  preparing  to 
return  the  following  day,  when  the  unfortunate 
quarrel  between  Josephine  and  liarnard  cast  a  cloud 
over  the  happiness  of  both. 

Barnard's  misery,  as  ho  followed  the  others  down 
to  the  river,  hovcvcr,  was  more  than  matched  by 
Josephine's  regret.     Why  had  she  been  so  perverse? 
lie  had  apologized,  admitted  that  he  was  wrong  when 
he  had  not  been,  when  she  really  was  to  blame;  there- 
fore, she  might  have  forgiven  him  without  loss  of 
dignity  or  prestige,  in  which  case  he  would  have 
been  with  her,  and  she  would  not  have  been  loping 
along  under  the  trees  alone.    Not  that  she  was  afraid 
of  anything,  but  there  was  no  particular  fun  in  rid- 
ing alone,  and  she  wished  she  could  call  him  to  her. 
She  checked  her  horse  and  furtively  glanced  back, 
but  she  saw  Barnard  following  the  bishop  and  the 
captain  toward  the  river  away  from  her. 

"  Fishing!  "  she  murmured  to  herself,  "  that's  how 
much  he  cares  for  me!  That's  all  men  care  for  amy- 
way— killing  something,  or  breaking  some  woman's 
heart!     Get  up,  Dick!  " 

She  laid  her  whip  lightly  on  the  neck  of  the  big 
cavalry  horse,  and  the  well-trained  animal  instantlj 
sprang  into  a  long  sweeping  gallop  which  carried 
her  over  the  country  at  a  great  pace.    He  was  not 
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exactly  a  ludy'u  horse — there  were  none  at  the  post — 
but  she  waa  a  good  enough  horsewoman  to  manage 
him  thoroughly,  and  she  rather  enjoyed  the  big, 
rangy  trooper. 

Just  before  she  entered  the  thick  of  the  wood,  she 
turned  back  for  one  more  look.  The  camp,  with  its 
Sibley  tents  and  big,  canvas-covered  wagons,  shone 
brilliantly  white  in  the  green  of  the  landscape,  and 
Bridget  ;Aralonoy'a  red  petticoat,  as  she  busied  her- 
self over  the  remains  of  the  breakfast,  added  a  bright 
dash  of  color  to  relieve  the  white.  The  sergeant  and 
his  helpers,  the  drivers  and  others,  were  lounging 
around  the  camp,  but  the  three  other  men  had  van- 
ished. 

The  country  in  which  Josephine  found  herself 
was  sufficiently  beautiful  to  compensate — so  far  as 
the  absence  of  humanity  can  ever  be  compensated  for 
by  nature— for  her  solitude.     Before  her  and  close 
at  hand,  for  the  camp  had  been  made  among  the 
foothills,  rose  the  gigantic  peaks  of  the  Big  Horii 
Range.    It  was  summer,  but  the  tops  of  the  moun- 
tains were  covered  with  banks  of  snow  which  fairly 
blazed   in    the    brilliant    sunlight.      She   had   been 
steadily  ascending  since  leaving  the  camp,  and  she 
could  look  back  for  miles  over  scenery  peculiarly 
wild,  rugged  and  desolate. 

Great  rocky  buttes  rose  here  and  there  around  her, 
and  sometimes  the  expanse  of  the  country  was  broken 
by  clumps  of  trees  or  level,  grass-covered  masses  of 
rocks  like  that  in  which  the  camp  wa?  made.  The 
winding  course  of  the  river  as  it  meandered  toward 
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1.0   1„  u„t_  ,,1„,.,,„,  „.,,ieh  „...„,|,1...|  ,l.e  prairie,  „f 

le>.'l».  la  front  „f  her,  the  motuuai,,,  ro-e  blu.^k 
a»e.i„.s,„r.„K  a.i.l  Kmnd.  The  inlluenee  of  their 
■"HJ^ty  „„d  e„h,.  finuluall.v  »tolc  over  her.  A  .,„ar. 
rei  eve,,  a  Kre,,t  o,„,  i„  he  pre,ene„  „f  ,heso 
r<  .,e,„h„„  „,„„,fest„,i„„s  „f  ,„„„„,  „,,„.„|  ,,;,.., 
-'■'tv;  „„.|  a  htth.  .lisasreetae,.,,  »„eh  as  l,a,l  parted 
the^luver,  tl„s  ,„orui„g,  ,va»  of  no  eo„»o,,nenec  what- 

.SI,o  eheeke,!  her  horse,  and  wonld  have  .„r„ed 
l»ck;  b„t  .-eflecinj.  that  l!a,.„anl  l,a,|  ^,o„„  ,i,hi„„ 
«l.e  c„„el„de,l  to  «„  forward  over  the  foothill,  f^r' 
a  nen,-er  l„„k  „t  ,ho«.  great  .no„„tain».  Sl,e  .letor- 
mrned  to  forgive  l,i,„  „,  soon  „,  .he  „,i«ht  see  him. 
l^ay,  she  wonhl  even  adn.it  ,|,at  .she  had  been  in  the 
wrong   not  he.     Ilavi,,.,  reaehed  this  happv  conel,,! 

^..1,     nalloy,,!  pleasure  to  the  e„joy,„e„t  of  the 
marvellons  seenery.     Th.To  ,vas  so„,ethi„s  in  tho 
sm.at,o„  cntranei,,,.  ,„  .he  Eastern  ,-irl,  who,  e.xecpt 
for  her  four  years  at  ]iothany,  had  seen  little  of  the 
V»cst.     She  had  eome  to  Bethany  onlv  hecau.se  her 
parents  w,shed  her  to  have  the  benefit  oi  the  bishop-, 
ea.-e,  as  ,nany  other  Eastern  fjirls  had  received  it 
She  rode  on,  therefore,  threading  her  wav  a,„o„» 
roeky    bmtes,    sallopins   over   stretches   of   ,rra,«y 
sward,  plnnRing  through  bits  of  forest,  forcin"  her 
liorse  across  some  narrow,  shrunken  strea,n,  dving 
no  thought  whatever  to  time,  distance  or  dir;ction 
and  ever  climbing  higher  and  higher  up  the  slo^I' 
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II.T  rv.s  woro  fixed  on  the  c.l.an«:in-  pariornina  of 
nioiintaiii.H  l,»tori>  her  h8  ht-r  tortuoius  com-  •  brought 
J.ii^'hty  peakM  iiu.)  »(uccc's^i'•e  view.  She  \vu8  la^s- 
cinatcil. 

The  atillru-ss  was  perfect.     'I'he  solifude  vva.s  alwo- 
lute.     There  was  nothin'f  to  tlistnrl.  t'le  current  of 
l'<r  thon^^hts  until  niie  wa^*  sudden!  •  awakened  by  a 
iH-al  of  thunder.     It  had  been  ^rowin-  darker  for 
H.uie  time,  but  Khe  had  not  noticed  it.     She  h)oked 
back  (piiekly,  and  .saw  that  the  sky  was  heavilv  over- 
cast.    Siie  had   been   h)!.-  enough   in   the    West  to 
reo„o;rn/e  the  signs  of  a  cych>ne.     It  had  developed 
witli  astfuiishing  rapidity,  and  seemed  about  to  burst 
up<.n  her.     What  should  she  do^ 

liefore  her  rose  a  lofty  and  threatening  mass  of 
rock.   On  the  other  side  of  it,  possibly,  she  might  find 
shelter  of  son.e  kind.     Her  first  thought,  of  course, 
had  been  to  ride  towanl  the  camp,  but,  in  the  haze 
ot  that  apj)roaehing  cyclone,  she  c  uld  not  see  it 
and  sue  no  longer  knew  in  what  direction  it  lay! 
Ihis  would  have  given  her  great  uneasiness  had  not 
hor  thoughts  been  centered  upon  the  storm.     She 
could  look  for  the  camp  later;  now,  she  must  seek 
shelter.     I  nder  the  lee  of  the  great  rock  she  might 
nnd  a  hiding-place. 

The  horse,  as  if  sharing  her  apprehension,  had 
been  pawing  the  ground  uneasily,  and  welcomed  the 
^shake  of  the  reins  and  the  word  which  sent  him 
oward  the  rock.  It  was,  perhaps,  half  a  mile  dis- 
tant, nnd  the  wny  .as  fairly  clear.  She  looked  at 
her  watch.     It  was  just  eleven  o'clock.     She  had 
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bt'on  gono  nearly  four  hour-t,  thrrrforo.  They 
had  bri'jikfnHtiMl  rarly,  and  nhe  had  started 
early  from  the  eainp,  and  tne  horse  was  nomewhat 
tired,  hut  nhe  fairly  raeetl  him  over  that  ground. 
Just  as  «he  gained  flie  rock,  the  ntorm  broke  upon 
her. 

There  was  not  n  tree  in  her  vieinity.  There  was 
nothing  that  the  cyclone  could  take  hold  of,  so  it 
passed  harmlessly  over  her  head  with  a  terrific  roar- 
ing that  nearly  frightened  her  to  d«-ath.  What  might 
have  happened  to  her  had  she  not  gained  the  shelter 
of  that  huge  rock,  she  could  see  by  the  way  the 
storm  tore  up  trees  farther  away  in  its  path. 

After  the  wind  had  spent  itself,  down  came  the 
rain.     Such  was  the  storm's  violence   rimt  she  waited 
for  some  time,  thinking  it  would  break,  but,  at  the 
end  of  a  half-hour,  there  were  no  indications  what- 
ever of  a  cessation.     It  was  now  noon,  and  she  was 
tired  and  hungry.     It  required  some  hardihood  for 
her  to  leave  the  shelter  of  the  rock,  and  battle  with 
the  rain,  and  she  waited  a  few  moments  longer.    She 
wished  more  than  ever  for  the  presence  of  Barnard. 
But  something  had  to  be  done.    She  could  not  remain 
there  forever.    She  doubted  if  any  one  could  find  her 
without  a  long,  exhaustive  search.     She  must  get 
back  of  her  own  motion.    How  to  do  that  was  a  ques- 
tion while  the  rain  kept  up. 

At  last,  she  walked  her  horse  out  into  the  open,  and 
looked  in  the  direction  whence  she  supposed  she  had 
come.  ^  The  view  was  hidden  in  a  black  whirl  of  driv- 
ing rain.     She  could  neither  see  nor  hear  the  river. 
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It  ha<l  k'cn  lu  r  intention  to  make  for  it  and  thon, 
po  far  an  ulio  coiiM— for  the  I'owth'r  Uivcr  up  thoro 
was  a  wild,  nioiintuin  Htrcani,  often  tearing  through 
v\'\\U  and  cafjonM,  which  would  prevent  any  one  from 
reueiiin.t;  its  banlcM— to  follow  its  p-neral  course  down 
the  mountain,  until  !*he  reached  the  camp.  That  waM 
the  only  intelligent  course.  Now,  even  that  could 
not  be  dont — at  least,  not  in  this  rain. 

It  dawned  upon  h»r  at  last,  as  she  mi  on  her  shiver- 
ing horse,  drenched  to  the  skin,  that  she  was  lost. 
She  could  scarcely  see  the  top  of  the  great   rock 
that  had  sheltered  her  from  the  mist  and  rain.    These 
weather  conditions  were  rather  unusual,  but  were, 
nevertheless,  a  painful  fact  to  her.     What  could  she' 
do?   'She  was  utterly  bewildered.     Yet  she  could  not 
remain  still.     She  shook  the  reins  over  the  horse's 
neck,  and  spoke  to  him.    He  turned,  and  slowlv  made 
his  way  forward.     (Joing  anywhere  was  better  than 
standing  still,  for  she  had  become  so  nerv  ns  that  it 
was  impossible  for  her  to  remain  long  in  one  place. 
She  would  let  the  horse  choose,  since  she  had  lost  all 
sense  of  direction. 

The  horse  proceeded  carefully,  picking  his  wav,  at 
first,  but  finally  he  seemed  to  strike  som.  sort  of  a 
trail.  She  had  heard  that  there  were  no  settlements 
nearer  than  Fort  Caspar,  toward  which  the  military 
road  from  Fort  Kinney  led  southward.  Yet,  as  she 
rode  on,  by  bending  low  over  the  saddle  she  could  see 
marks  of  a  trail.  It  was  an  ascending  trail;  they 
were  going  upward,  but  certninlv  not  in  tliP  direction 
of  the  camp;  and  yet,  if  that  were  a  trail,  it  must 
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•  «hI  .unMwiu.rr,  it  mtmt  |,«v..  Ikm-h  iiuulf  hy  u  Inimun 

l»»n«:.     Tl„.r..  |,«,1  |„.,.n  hoi,,..  ofTort,  apparmtlv,  t.. 

put   thin  vv«y  ill  a  r.M.^I,  ,.o„.|iti.m  for  a  hurie  to 

truv.  I.     Ah  Hhe  prngri^MU,  Aw  ^rew  m«ri.  certain 

of  thi-H  fai't. 

S.»  a!w<,rlM..l  uan  Aw  i,,  |,..r  .pfcilution^  that  mHo 
«ii«i  not  notice  that  it  wan  growinK  li^r|,t,.r,     i„  f„,.,^ 
tin-   rain   had  (.ca^fd  ah„o.-t   a-  «u.|.h.nly  m  it   had' 
l'«yun,  and,  although  the  mi^t.  .still  hun^^  low,  it  wan 
fvid.-nt  that  tht.y  w.r.'  tl.innin^r  „1ho.    She  wa.  irrcMo- 
luto  a.   to   what  to  do,   l.nt,  Hr.-inK  th..  trnil   moro 
oloarly,  Aw  now  c.rKdu.h'd  th..  I,«  st  thin^'  wa.  to  krrp 
on  jo^r^rinj.  „hoad.      ny-and-hyc  the  sun  can,.,  ont, 
and  the  mm  disap,)car."d  with  n.^ronishin^'  r:>pi.|ity.' 
As  goon  as  she  could  m-c  about  her,  Aw  checked  tho 
horse,  and  surveyed   the  scene. 

She  was  in  tl,e  niid^t  of  a  rocky  pasy.    The  scenery 
was  nipped  and  pran.I  l»eyon<l  description.   Far  below 
h<-r,    the     river    rushed    madly    to    tho    southward 
through       hH.p,  plocuy  t-ailon.     Far  above  her,  on 
t'lfher  siu,,  towered  hu-e  walls  of  rock.     The  trail 
lc«l  along  the  face  of  the  elilT,  and  a  few  feet  ahead 
of  her  bent  around  a  boh!  escarpment,  and  was  lost. 
It  was  a  steadily  contracting  trail.      licfore  her  it 
narrowed  so  that  two  horses  could  not  pass.     As  she 
looked  back,  she  could  see  nothing  familiar.     She 
had  wandered  into  this  great  rift  in  the  mountains 
—from  where  she  knew  not,  },o\v,  she  knew  not.    She 
might  follow  the  trail  back  again,  but  whither  it 
would  lead  her  she  had  no  itlea;  ccrtainlv,  not  to  the 
camp. 
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It  wrti*  lotitf  ptt«.t  n.MHi  now— one  ..Vlm^k,  ..h,'  foun.I, 
hy  l».»kii»M:  ut  lir-r  wnt.li.     It  woul.l  !«>  \unxr*  \^,u*t^ 
Axv  coul.l  lio|M.  to  nat'li  tlu-  ramp,  if  .|,(.  pvrr  rcaclMMl 
it.     SouiiIhmIv  nm.t  Ijvn  ut   fh,.  4„.|  of  that  trail. 
Slif  h.  .ituf..|  a  rn.uiu-nt  or  two,  thon  UiTi.li..l  to  ^o 
fnrwanl.     It  wonl.l  Ik*  porilo.m  to  pa.M  nro,u,.|  that 
narrow,  jiittinff  pr.'cipic-cs  hut  it  wr.iil.l  !«.  alrnoHi  bm 
prrilouH  for  |„.r  to  p»  hark.     SI...  Hlni.M.Tc'.l  a*  .ho 
Niw  ij„.  .lan^n^nMN  way  over  which  «hi.  had  oonie  in 
th..  .ni.t  an<l  rain.     '\\xo  hor^o  ha.l  rarrir.i  her  Hafcly 
fhiH  far.    Sho  wonM  tnmt  him  farther. 

She  wantr.|  to  ^n.  what  wa^  aroiin.l  that  projocfinff 
'•'•trr...-M  of  ro,.k,  nr.yway,  .r,  Axv   ur^o.!   hrr  h(»r«o 
caiifiously  on.     If  wa^  narr.mcr  thi.n,  ,h.'  ha.l  im- 
mnvil     Whom  th,.  trail  fnrn.-.l,  hrr  .^houhlor  «c-t- 
ually  hriHho,!  a-ain.-t   tho  ov.'rhan-inir  clifF.     Sho 
«hut  her  eyes,  nrul  r.-pns.t ,1  a  .Icsin-  fo  8c.r..am.     The 
horse  went  m  .lowly  and  carefuliv  that  he  .nearcelv 
.:     Hoorned  to  move.    She  repente.l  of  her  aetion.     AVhy 
had  Hhe  eonu>?     If  he  .teppe<l  on  a  loo.o  .ton.«,  if  hi. 
.      foot  slipped,  they  would  hoth  po  to  th.-ir  death  over 
that  preeipiee,  hundreds  of  ivvt  Ixdow.     Mr.  n,rn-u-d 
wouhl  never  know  how  mueh  ..he  had  loved  him   how 
,      Horj^  Hho  had  been,  that  she  wouM  have  been  his 
willmply,  that— the  hor«e  Hfopp.d! 

She  opened  her  cye.s.     They  luul  turned  the  elifT. 

The  trad  w.dened  before  her,  arul  .h.  stood  in  .afetv 

_     on  a  httle  shoulder  of  tlu-  n.ountuin  as  wide  as  a 

-      ou.hnn tiuc:  pu-tures  .«he   h.,d  ever  seen.      The   mil 
;f       H  i.ix.v  (iuv.n  £nc  siope  into  a  beautiful  val- 


-i''^  "t  .-„  great. j:^"''"'  >'  P«''"'P»  a  ^ule 
■•oundod  by  .owori„g\v^  ;;t'^  f""  '""  '""^""y  ««.. 
At  the  other  end,  f  llZm",""'  7''"'''"'  "^^■ 
cpiee  .hat  must  have  been " '^^^^''"'''"'  ''°""  *  P"" 
forming  the  source  of  ,h„         ^"'""'"^  ^o^'  high, 
through  the  leveHurfLe  o/;!"'  T''"*"  ™°  P"4 
.    the  ca,-.ou.     The  ar  I  befor     h  '"""^  ''"  ''  ""'-^^ 
trees.    There  were  houses  in  t.";  ""'  ""««'"  '^th 
from  chimneys  floated       .!  ' V'^"^' .'"«  -oke 
were  horses  and  cattle  in  f^  /""  »""•     ^here 

paradise  in  these  ar;dmo:;:t  """"'-'•     ''  -'  « 
heC  irS,  '^;^^-^  -e  Which  spread 
'-et.  shivering,  h^n'Tlrf   """  ^''^  ""^  "'o"*. 
had  given  a  fth  S  to  T'  '""■    T'"'  '"in 

appeared  bathed  in  rhfsun.iS''^' •"'■''  ""«  P'- 

her  elbow.  '        *"'    'Pote  a  voice  at 

As  she  turned  toward  tl,„    -j       . 
«he  saw  a  rifle  protrTd  1  „    "^%°*  "-^  """"tain, 
■•t  was  followed  by  the  ?»;,",  ^"  """  "^  '"ok 
person  of  a  WestU  cow"'  "     'f  '"'^  *«"« 
attire,    loose    shirt    12     Z        ""  """^entional 
"  chaps."  boots,  spLbZ?^  ':'"'*-«''H    leather 
his  waist  was  a  belt  fromtvl'  ^"^  ^°  »"•    Around 

'  *"""  "■''"=h  depended  a  sheath- 
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"  G'ad  you  like  it,  ma'am, 
he  repeated.— Page  43 
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kniffi  on  one  side,  on  the  other  a  heavy  revolver.  Ho 
carried  his  rifle  in  his  hand. 

"  Glad  you  like  it,  ma'am,"  he  repeated,  taking  off 
his  hat,  and  exposing  a  head  covered  with  dark  curls. 

"Like  it?"  said  Josephine,  "why,  it  is  lovely  1 
I'm  lost,  sir.  ^My  party  is  camped  on  the  Powder 
River.  I  rode  away  alone  this  morning  and  was 
overtaken  by  the  storm.  How  I  came  here  I  scarcely 
know." 

"  Wall,  you  better  git  out  these  diggin's  as  quick  as 
you  kin,  ma'am.  Take  my  advice,  an'  mosey  down 
that  trail  ter  onct." 

"  But  can't  I  get  something  to  eat,  and  some  one 
to  show  me  the  way  ?  " 

"  Ain't  nobody  goin'  to  show  you  out  of  here. 
P,eople  who  gits  in  here  never  comes  out.  As  fer 
eatin',  I've  got  some  bread  and  meat,  an  here's  some 
liquor." 

He  reached  behind  a  rocky  wall,  and  handed  her 
a  couple  of  roughly  made  sandwiches,  and  then  drew 
from  his  pocket  a  silver-mounted  flask  of  whiskev, 
which  he  uncorked  and  proffered  her. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  girl,  taking  the  sandwiches; 
"  I'm  afraid  I'm  robbing  you." 

"Never  mind  that;  I  kin  git  more,"  he  answered 
laconically,  again  offering  her  the  liquor. 

"  No,  I'd  rather  have  some  water,  if  you  please." 

"  There  ain't  none  up  here,  but  I'll  git  you  some," 
turning  aAvay.  "  You'd  best  git  off  your  boss  an' 
stretch  yourself  while  you  eat.    You'll  have  some  tall 
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ridin'  to  do  before  you  git  back,  if  y'ever  do  irit 
back."  *' 

There  was  something  mysterious  about  the  whole 
thing,  but  Josephine  Cooper  felt  sufficiently  able  to 
take  care  of  herself  in  the  presence  of  any  ordinary 
man,  and  this  handsome  young  fellow  appeared  en- 
tirely harmless,  so  she  felt  no  uneasiness.     She  per- 
mitted him  to  assist  her  to  dismount  from  the  horse, 
which  was  too  tired  to  move  away,  and  she  sat  down 
on  the  rock  and  began  to  eat  her  sandwiches  while 
her  interlocutor  went  for  water.    He  came  back  with 
a  tomato-can  full  of  that  precious  liquid  and  handed 
it  to  her  with  an  apology  for  the  cup,  and  then  stood 
and  watched  her  eat  and  drink. 

"  I  don't  know  what's  goin'  to  happen  to  you,"  ho 
said  at  last. 

"Happen  to  me?"  exclaimed  the  girl.  ''Why, 
aren't  you  going  to  look  after  me?  Take  me  down 
the  mountain,  and  back  to  the  camp.  Mr.— but 
you  haven't  told  me  your  name." 

"  Carter,  ma'am,"  answered  the  young  fellow,  gaz- 
ing dubiously  at  her;  "  Kid  Carter,  they  calls  me 
up  here.     What's  yourn?" 

"  Josephine  Cooper,"  responded  the  girl,  extend- 
ing her  hand.  "  T  am  here  with  the  bishop  and  Cap- 
tain McCauley  and  :^rr.  Barnard  from  Fort  Kinney." 

"  Oh,  they're  soldiers,  ain't  they?  "  said  the  young 
man,  taking  her  dainty  hand  in  his  great  paw.  "  Wot 
are  they  doin' there?" 

They  are  out  for  a  little  fun.' 
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"  That  means  pluggin'  some  poor  devil  like  me,  I 
suppose,"  grimly  answered  Jilr.  Carter. 

"No,  no;  merely  a  hunting  and  fishing  expedi- 
tion," interrupted  Miss  Cooper.  "Why,  do  you 
fear  themi!  " 

"  I  ain't  afeard  of  no  one,"  said  the  man,  proudly. 
"  Only " 

"Look  here.  Kid,"  interrupted  another  voice, 
"  whrt  in  blazes  hev  you  got  there  ^  " 

A  shocky,  villainous-looking  ruffian,  dressed  in 
rude  garments  of  home-ni;  do  manufacture,  but 
armed  like  the  cowboy,  suddenly  appeared  on  the 
trail. 

"  Good  Lord,  it's  a  female  woman!  How  did  you 
git  her?    Say,  where  did  you  come  from,  sis? " 

He  slouched  forward,  and  peered  insolently  into 
her  face.  She  sprang  to  her  feet  instantly,  shrink- 
ing nearer  to  Kid  Carter,  who  instinctively  placed 
himself  between  the  two. 

"  AVho  is  this  person?  "  indignantly  asked  the  girl. 

"Pusson!  "  roared  the  other  man,  throwing  back 
his  head  and  laughing  viciously,  "pusson,  eh?  I'm 
a  gent,  I'll  hev  you  understand,  as  has  killed  four 
men  to  his  two." 

"  A  murderer!  "  cried  the  girl,  and  then,  sud- 
denly turning  to  Carter,  she  asked  him,  "  Is  it  true? 
Are  you  a ?  " 

"Murderer?"  interrupted  the  second  man. 
"  We're  all  murderers  up  here  or  horse-thieves,  or 
else  we've  done  time,  an'  the  law  wants  us,  or 

"  What  is  this  place?  "  asked  the  girl,  faintly. 
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•  It's  called  *  Hell  Hole,'  "  answered  Kid  Carter, 
biting  his  lip  and  blunhing,  violently. 

"Yes,  that's   what   we  call  it,"  interrupted   the 
other  man,  again.    "  Mj  name's  Ilollis,  Pete  Ilollis. 
*  Three-fingered  Pete,'"  ho  added,  holding  up  his 
left  hand,  "  'cause  I  got  this  one  cut  oflF  in  a  littlo 
round-up  with  a  gent,  w'ich  I  blowed  the  top  of  his 
head  off  to  let  some  light  inter  his  brains,  so  he 
wouldn't  tackle  a  man  like  me.     An'  this  pocket 
w'ich  we  calls  *  Hell  Hole  '  belongs  to  us,  me  an'  some 
gents  below.     We  diskiverod  it,  an'  we  keeps  open 
house  fer  everybody  that's  in  trouble,  ye  know,  as  i.s 
wanted  by  a  sheritf  or  the  military,  or  any  thin'  like 
that.    The  way  you  come  is  the  only  way  in,  an'  no- 
body that  comes  in  goes  out  agin.     See  that  little 
rock  pile  there?  We've  alius  got  a  man  there  keepin' 
watch.     We  kin  hold  this  place  against  a  thousand 
men.    All  we've  got  to  do  is  to  draw  a  bead  with  a 
rifle  when  we  hears  any  one  corain',  an'  blaze  away. 
They  can't  only  come  one  at  a  time,  an'  we  alius 
settles  the  fust  one  afore  t'other  gits  around." 

"  But  those  houses  down  there?  " 

"  You  don't  think  we  live  like  Injuns  in  tepees, 
do  ye?  We  farm  a  little  down  there,  jist  enough  to 
keep  us  in  grub.  Why,  we've  got  a  society,  family 
life,  down  there.  Women — I'll  interduce  you  to 
'em.    Wot  are  you  in  here  for?  " 

"Great  heaven!  "  exclaimed  the  girl  to  the  cow- 
boy.    "  Take  me  away  from  here !  " 

"  Don't  you  move,  Carter,"  cried  the  other  man, 
covering  him  with  his  Winchester.    "  I  got  the  drop 
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on  /e.  I'd  bo  justiHod  in  blowin'  yor  brains  ouf, 
Carter,  fer  thcMc  intere^^tin'  porcocdin'.s.  Hut  you're! 
a  tenderfoot  here,  an'  don't  know  the  rules  of  the 
range.  Everything  wot  conies  in  here  has  to  go  to 
the  captain  for  his  inspection.  If  you  ehiiins  tho 
girl,  you  kin  do  it  down  there,  though"  I  don't  reckon 
the  claim'll  hold  goo.l,  seein's  I  couje  on  the  scene. 
Go  on  down  t!.at  trail;  you  foller  him,  niiss;  your 
horse'll  come  along,  I  reckon." 

"  But  if  I  refuse  to  go?  "  asked  tho  girl. 

"I'll  let  daylight  through  him,"  roared  llollis, 
pointing  to  Carter. 

'*  Don't  mind  me,"  said  that  young  man  smiling  up 
at  her,  "  I  wouldn't  mind  it.  I  was  a  fool  to  let  him 
git  tho  drop  on  me.    It's  all  in  a  day's  work." 

"  Have  you  killed  a  man,  too?  "  she  asked,  looking 
at  him  in  a  daze  while  ho  stood  silently  before  her. 
"Of  course,   or  he  wouldn't  be   up  here,"  said 
Hollis.    "  Xow,  stop  this  palaverin'  an'  mosey." 

The  descent  into  the  valley  was  neither  long  nor 
difficult.  At  the  foot  of  the  trail  there  was  an  open 
clearing,  one  side  of  which,  under  some  beautiful 
old  trees,  stood  a  rude  house.  Two  or  three  men 
were  lounging  on  the  porch  in  front  of  it  playing 
cards.  A  slatternly  woman,  who  had  once  been 
pretty,  was  standing  in  the  doorway. 

"  Hello,  Pete!  "  cried  one  of  the  men,  "  what  hev 
you  got  there?" 

"  A  woman,  by  jinks!  "  cried  a  second.    "  Hev  yer 
killed  yer  man,  or  wot  are  ye  up  here  fer? " 
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"  Welcome  to  '  llcll  Hole  '  muilam,"  Maid  unothor, 
who  seemed  of  a  higher  grade  than  the  others. 

"  Sir,"  instantly  said  .losephine  with  a  shudder, 
"  I  am  a  member  of  a  hunting  party  on  the  other  side 
of  the  mountains,  and  lost  my  wmv  in  the  rain  and 
mist.  I  don't  know  how  I  got  re.  1  wish  some 
one  to  show  mo  the  way  haek  to  my  camp." 

"Captain,"  cried  llojlis  springing  fon  ird,  "she 
hadn't  ought  to  he  let  go.  Let  her  stay  here,  I'll 
take  kcer  of  her." 

"You  will,  ehr'  said  the  semi-respectablo  in- 
divi<lual  addressed  as  "  captain."  "  Well,  who  found 
herr' 

"  I  did,"  said  Carter,  "  she  came  up  the  trail  on  my 
watch  an*  I  rounded  her  up." 

"  Didn't  look  much  like  roundin'  up  to  mo,"  said 
Ilollis  savagely.  "  Wen  I  saw  'em  she  was  a-settin' 
on  the  ground  eatin'  his  sandw.v,iie3  an'  he  was  a- 
talkin'  to  her  as  peaceful  an'  lamblike " 

"  She  is  my  captive,"  said  Carter  stubbornly.  "  I 
found  her — I  took  her;  I  could  hev  shot  her  all  right. 
I'd  drawed  a  bead  on  her  w'en  she  rounded  that 
curve,  but  I  seen  she  was  a  woman.  I  made  her  git 
off  her  horse.  We  come  here.  She's  my  captive. 
Ain't  you  miss  ?  " 

He  shot  one  appealing  glance  at  her.  The  girl  was 
in  a  frightful  situation.  What  she  should  do  she 
could  not  imagine.  There  was  something,  however, 
in  Mr.  Carter's  look  that  promised  hope.  If  she  read 
him  aright  he  was  willing  and  anxious  to  help  her. 
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Moistening  her  lips  she  answered,  staking  all  on  his 
worthiness: 

"  Yes,  he  caught  me." 

"But,"  said  llollis,  starting  forward,  his  face 
flushing,  '*  she  is  mine.  1  want  her  an'  I'm  goiu'  to 
have  her." 

'*  (iet  baek,  .you  dog!  "  said  tjjo  captain  whipping 
out  his  own  gun,  and  covering  Mollis  with  it,  "  you 
don't  seem  to  know  how  to  treat  a  lady.  Don't  you 
lift  a  finger,  or  I'll  blow  your  brains  out.  Madam," 
he  said  turning  to  the  girl,  "  my  name  is  Bell— John 
Bell.  I  was  once  a  surgeon  in  the  United  States 
Army.  I  had— a-cr-littl(>  dilHculty  with  a  man  down 
in  Laramie  and  1— in  short— I  killed  him  and  had  to 
pull  in  my  freight.  That's  how  I  came  to  be  here. 
Have  no  fear.    You  shall  be  safe." 

"  Thank  you,"  cried  the  girl,  a  gleam  of  relief  ap- 
pearing in  her  face,  ''  Thank  you." 

"  She's  mine,  I  tell  you,"  said  Carter  sullenly,  "  I 
got  her  an'  by  the  laws  you  made  me  sign  to  last 
week,  w'cn  I  fust  come  here,  the  disposiu'  of  her 
belongs  to  me. 

"  He's  right,  captain." 

"  The  Kid's  kerrcct,  old  man,"  cried  one  of  the 
niffians. 

"  Law  is  law,"  added  another. 

It  seemed  strange  to  hear  these  outlawed  men 
pleading  the  power  of  the  law.  The  captain  looked 
anxious.  Suddenly  his  face  fell  upon  the  form  of 
HolliB. 

"What  are  you  skulking  here  for,  you  hound  I " 


fi 


.50 


Tfi€  Hccords 


I 


he  «houtc,I.  "ArejrmiMotonxvnteh?  Gt't  back  to 
tl»e  trail;  tho  whole  rnitod  .Stut.«  urinv  might  ' «, 
Pounnj?  through  that  pus.,  for  all  ^'ou  know!  Up 
there,  liv«'lvl"  ^ 

Iloilis  turned  instuntlv,  and  Htarted  on  a  run  up 
the  roud,  pursued  by  the  a„^r,v  ,i.„„f,  .,f  ^,,^  ^^^^ 
of  the  gang,  who  wore  profoundly  ineen.ed  at  him 
for  u.  abnence,  for  their  .^U^Xy  depc  rxled  „pon  their 
rigid  control  of  that  pass. 

The  place  wa«  a  city  of  refuge  for  all  the  scoun- 
drols  of  tho  Xorthwe.t.     It  had  been  held  inviolate 
for  a  dozen  years  by  the  prowe.s.  of  the  nu-n  who 
found  .holter  there.    It  was  impossible  to  enter  the 
pocket       except    through    that    dangerous    pass. 
Sheriffs  had  tried  it,  mobs  of  indignant  cattle-owners 
had  attempted  it,  c /en  the  United  States  armv  had 
essayed  it,  but  with  no  success  whatever.     When  a 
man  got  in  here  he  was  safe  from  punishment  so 
long  as  he  stayed  there;  provided,  of  course,  that  he 
were  able  to  get  along  with  the  other  outlaws  and 
clespcradoes  who  lived  there. 

"  Hadain,"  said  Boll,  -  what  the  Kid  says  is  right. 
That  s  the  law  of  this  place.  We're  all  outlaws,  but 
v;e  have  learned  from  that  very  fact  that  we  must 
have  some  law  or  we  can't  live.  You  belong  to  him. 
But,  hark  ye,  Kid  Carter,  \i  you  harm  that  voung 
woman,  by  God,  look  to  it!  I'll  shoot  you  on  ;ight I 
Who  is  with  your  party,  madam?" 

^"  Captain  :\rcCauley  and  the  bishop » 

"  If  yon  ever  get  out  of  here  alive,  and  if  vnu  ever 
see  them  again,"  continued  the  doctor,  "  give  my 


.mmi 


I    T. 


How  ••  T/u:  Kid-  ir„„  o^,^  ^^  ^^^    ^j 

complimonu  t„  McCanlcy,  a„.I  ,ol|  him  I'm  livinB  in 

8.I.1..I  .l,n  word  '•  llolo  "  ,0  „,.ke  ,,;,  „„.„;  . 

paront  to  her.  **     ^ 

"Ma'am,"  .aid  Carter,  « thr  «noner  wo  git  out 
of  hero,  the  better." 

';  ^V|»"t  arc  vou  ^oinp;  to  do  with  her? '»  asked  Bell. 
lake  her  back  to  her  camp." 

1    "  ^^'f  ^'' ^""'^  '»"«  «^  tf»^  men,  "you're  goin'  to 
leave  the  'Hole?'"  6    "    i" 

"  I  am." 

"  ^^'^";,  j*'"  '''°"''  ««'°  "«k,"  said  another;  "  doft- 

gone  ,t,  I'd  not  do  it  for  no  womani  " 
"  Are  vou  comin'  back.  Kid?  " 
;;  If  1  kin  frit  back,"  said  the  young  man. 
Bnng  some  coffee,  Nell,"  cried  the  doctor  to  the 

woman  m  the  door~a  ladj  who  had  made  way  with 

ent,  he  added,  handing  it  to  Josephine;  "  we  mostly 
take  things  black  and  strong  in  here.  Have  you  had 
a  bite  to  eat?"  *^ 

"  All  I  wanted,"  answered  the  girl,  drinking  her 
coffee,  the  stimulating  effect  of  which  she  thought 
would  be  valuable  to  her. 

"  Allow  me,"  continued  the  doctor,  as  Carter  led 

up  the  horse,  which  had  been  refreshed  by  a  good 

drink  of  water  and  had  been  cropping  the  grass.    He 

lifted  her  to  the  saddle  with  perfect  ease  and  grace. 

I  8  a  long  time,"  he  said,  softly,  "since  I  have 
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CortcT  Bcizrd  tho  briUl.',  turned  th«  horto  about, 
and  tlwy  went  up  the  truil,  l.-uvin^  the  eaptain  and 
oni«  or  two  of  \m  iu.flociate«,  who  emuhited  hin  rnove- 
nient,  Htan.lin^  Imnheaded  behind  them.  They  went 
along  for  mnw  iViMancc  without  Having?  a  wortl. 
Carter  pl.Mhh.d  moodily  ahead,  and  the  horse  fol- 
h«wed  Hfeadily  after.  It  was  the  woman  who  broke 
the  Hih'nre. 

"Mr.  Carter,"  nhe  «aid,  softly. 
There  whs  no  answer. 
"  Mr.  Carter,"  louder. 
Still  no  answer. 
"Mr.  Carter!" 

MVclJ,  wot  i.  it?"  he  said,  gruffly,  at  last,  not 
looking  at  her. 

"Is  it  true?" 

"  Is  what  true?" 

"  What  those  men  said.    Are  you ?  " 

"  Yes,  every  one  of  us." 

"  It  can't  be  possible  I    And  you  are ?  " 

"  You  see,  ma'am,"  said  the  young  man,  stopping 
and  turning  to  her,  his  face  flushed,  "  it  was  this  way. 
He  done  me  dirt,  an'  most  broke  me  down  in 
Laramie.  Filled  me  with  bad  whiskey  an'  w'en  he 
got  me  drunk,  robbed  me  of  my  money  at  kyards. 
Then  I  up  an'  plugged  him  full  of  holes.  The  sheriff 
tried  to  take  me  an'— I  laid  him  out,  too." 

"  And  all  this  for  a  sum  of  money?  " 

"  It  didn't  belong  to  me,"  explained  Carter.  "  It 
belonged  to  the  Cross  Bar  Cattle  Companv.  I  was 
fetchin'  it  from  the  bank  fer  the  old  man  to  pay  tho 
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hiiniiii  with—a  wUolv  lot  of  it,  too.  I  wi^h  to  CkhI 
1  hadn't  xhot  him.  .Suvuj'  u  ,iriink  now  nn'  thm, 
on'  n  punhh.  w'l-n  I  had  thn  nio.iiy,  I've  HvimI  rhaii 
on'  struiftht  ns  puncliorH  go.  h  .i  tliat  wnn  onct  too 
oftf-n.     I  flitin't  moan  to  »hfM)t  tin-  MhcritT,  noway." 

'*  Thtn  what  hupiM'nj'tlf  "  jHk»'«l  thr  j^nrl. 

ThtTo  wan  nomrthing  ho  boyish  and  frunk  .thout 
tho  young  man,  and  «ho  iiad  p^ni*  through  so  much 
that  day,  siio  ha<I  nvvn  him  against  «uch  n  background 
of  utter  bhickguardi-'m  and  frimo  in  tho  poraon  of 
tho  othorM,  that  sho  warcoly  roalizod  tho  onormity  of 
his  olTonso. 

'•  Thon,  I  broko  away  for  thi.n  phioc.  It's  knowcd 
all  ovor  tho  Wost.  If  you  onot  git  in  hrro  you're 
fiafo  8o  long  as  you  «tay  here.  It'«  well  named,  ain't 
it?~-to  turn  a  paradise  into  Hell  IIolo  by  interducin' 
men  liko  them." 

"  Do  you  have  to  stay  here  all  your  life?  " 

"  I  ain't  a-goin'  to  stay  here  ten  minutes." 

"How  is  that?" 

"  I'm  goin'  to  take  you  back  to  tho  camp." 

"  Couldn't  I  find  my  way  back  alone?  " 

"  Xot  in  a  thousand  years." 

"And  after  that?" 

"  I'll  come  back  hero." 

"  Oh,  don't,"  cried  tho  girl. 

"  Where  else  kin  I  go?  If  I  left  here  I'd  git 
ketched  an'  jugged,  an'  tried,  an'  as  the  evidence  is 
plain,  I'd  swing  fer  it.  I'm  young  yit.  I  ain't  quite 
R1C.X  Ox  this  place.  They  do  git  tired  of  It  sometimes 
an'  break  out  no  matter  wot  liappens,  but  I  kin  stand 
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It  a  httlo  longer.  Gosh  I  it'll  bo  horrible  when  vou're 
^ono^U  .uro  will.  Old  Doc  Boll  .aid  it  hai  b.cu 
ears-I  hoard  him-sincc  ho  had  spokon  to 
"  iadj.  I  ain't  never  spoke  to  one  sinoe 
i  loft  my  mother,  before  this  n.ornin';  leastawavs, 
no  one  hke  yon.  Don't  be  skeered,"  he  added/as 
he  saw  a  strange  look  sweep  over  her  face,  "  I  won't 
hurt  you." 

"  I'"^  not  in  the  least  alarmed,  Mr.  Carter;  I  trust 
you  implicitly."  '  ^ 

"  Say,  don't  call  me  '  Mr.  Carter;'  it  seems  strange 

lit  "v"    Jr  T  '  ^'"'^^^  ''  ^  ^^-*'  -  — 
tiiin  .    J'-verybodv  calls  me  '  Kid.'  " 

"  Vcrv  won,  thon.     r„,  „„,  „  yj  „f^^y  „f 
Ivid.     I  kno«  von  will  take  ,„o  back  to  the  camp. 

Id  hke  to  see  any  one  lay  a  finger  on  von;  it 
would  a'  been  the  last  of  him,"  said  the  man  in  he 
most  matter-of-fact  way. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  "the  girl. 

"Say   Miss,  put  it  there,"  he  said,  innocently  ex- 
tending his  hand.  *^ 

Without  a  moment's  hesitation  she  put  her  own 
hand  m  hi.s.  He  shook  it  vigorously  a  second  time. 
By  this  time  thoy  had  come  to  the  curve  of  the  moun- 
tains where  the  pass  narrowed  and  where  the  watch- 
man was  stationed.  Hollis  stood  there,  gun  in  hand, 
looking  as  ugly  as  might  be  expected  from  one  of  his 
calibre. 

"  Tve  got  to  leave  you  to  go  alone  a  bit,"  whispered 
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Carter,  "  I've  got  to  take  kcer  of  that  man.  Hide 
around  that  bend.    I'll  cover  you  an'  follow  you." 

The  girl  obediently  urged  her  horse  forward, 
altliough  all  her  terror  came  back  to  her  as  the 
animal  slowly  edged  its  way  around  the  narrow  trail 
over  the  yawning  abyss.  Behind  her,  with  his  back 
toward  her  and  his  face  toward  Hollis,  his  gun  in  his 
hand,  stumbled  Kid  Carter,  and  she  heard  him  say  as 
she  turned  the  corner: 

"  Don't  make  no  move  with  that  gun  of  yourn, 
Ilollis,  or  I'll  let  daylight  through  you,  an'  they'll 
need  another  man  to  watch  this  pp-=?." 

"  Are  you  goin'  down  with  that  woman?"  asked 
Hollis. 

"  I  am;  wot's  that  to  you?  " 

"Well,  you're  a  fool!"  snarled  the  other  man. 
"  I  don't  need  to  waste  my  shot  on  you.  You'll  be 
dancin'  on  nothin'  in  Laramie  in  a  few  days." 

"  That's  mv  business." 

"  Yours  and  the  sheriif's,"  laughed  the  other. 

"  An'  I  warns  you  to  stay  right  here  where  you 
are,  fer  the  present,"  said  Carter,  paying  no  atten- 
tion to  this  jeering  remark.  "  If  you  pokes  your 
nose  around  that  bend  of  rock,  I'll  make  a  target  of 
it.     An'  I'll  aim  to  kill,  too." 

Another  moment  and  he  slipped  around  the  cliff 
and  stood  by  her  side.  She  had  caught  only  a  por- 
tion of  the  conversation,  but  it  had  been  enough  for 
her. 

There  is  no  danger  to  you,  is  there? " 

No,"  answered  the  man,  lying  with  the  grace  and 
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ease  of  a  gentleman.     "  They  don't  know  me  down 
there;  that  is,  they  don't  know  wot  I've  done  or  that 
I've  put  fer  this  country,  an'  if  you  don't  tell  'em 
I  km  git  back  all  right."  ' 

"  If  I  don't  tell?  Is  that  kind?  I  trusted  you:  can^t 
you  trust  me?" 

^  "I  kin,"  answered  Carter,  instantly.  "  But  it's 
gittm'  late,  an'  we've  got  to  hurry  up.  We  won't  git 
to  that  camp  till  long  after  dark,  as  it  is.  I  wisht  I 
had  a  pony." 

He  seized  the  bridle,  and  pushed  rapidlv  down  the 
trail. 

"  Why  don't  you  reform,  and  try  to  make  some- 
thing out  of  yourself?  "  asked  the  girl,  when  they 
had  crossec^  the  dangerous  part  of  the  pass,  and  con- 
versation was  more  easy. 

"Eeform?  Where'd  I  go  to  reform?  Do  you 
think  anybody  could  reform  in  that  hole?" 

"  Can't  you  get  away  somewhere— where  people 
do  not  know  you?" 

It  never  occurred  to  the  girl  that  she  was  actually 
making  herself  accessory  after  the  fact  to  a  murder, 
or,  at  any  rate,  to  the  murderer— compoundino-  a 
felony,  as  it  were!  '^ 

"  I  ain't  got  no  money  noway  to  help  me  along  " 
continued  the  cow-boy.  "  The  whole  country  south 
between  the  railroad  an'  here  is  on  the  lookout  fer 
me." 

The  girl  put  her  hand  into  the  bosom  of  her  dress 
and  pulled  out  a  small  purse.  Before  she  could  =ay 
a  word,  or  even  extend  her  hand,  he  stopped  her.  ^ 
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"  Put  that  up!     I  ain't  that  low." 

"  1  know  you're  not,  but " 

"  How  niueli  hev  you  there  i "  he  asked,  compre- 
hending the  small  capacity  of  the  dainty  affair  in  a 
glance. 

"  Four  or  five  dollars,  but  I  can  get  plenty  more." 

"  That  wouldn't  carry  me  a  hundred  miles,  an'  if 
you  had  a  million  I  wouldn't  take  it.  I  ain't  that 
mean.  Xo  use  of  your  talkin',  ^liss;  I  drawed  these 
cards,  an'  I've  got  to  play  this  hand  out,  wotever  it 
is." 

There  was  something  so  hopeless  about  the  situa- 
tion in  which  her  sympathies  were  so  profoundly  en- 
listed, that  the  girl  was  filled  with  dismay.  There 
did  not  seem  to  be  any  subject  upon  which  they  could 
converse,  and  they  jouiucyed  forward  thereafter  in 
silence,  broken  only  by  his  warnings  and  her  infre- 
quent questions.  Carter  seemed  to  know  the  lay  of 
the  land  f airlv  well. 

"  I  have  hunted  in  it,  hunted  them  fellers,"  he 
said,  in  answer  to  a  question.  "  In  '92  I  was  one  of 
a  posse  that  tried  to  clean  out  that  pocket  back  there 
— that  infernal  gang;  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am — 
so  I  knows  this  country  pretty  well.  They  keep  an- 
other lookout  above  that  place  where  I  was  keepin' 
wateh,  an'  we've  knowed  all  about  your  party  for 
days.  Some  of  the  gang  was  fer  goin'  down  an' 
raidin'  the  camp,  but  didn't  dare;  there  was  too  many 
men  in  the  party." 

The  girl  shuddered  at  the  possibility  the  man's 
simple  speech  conjured  up  in  her  mind.     They  had 
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been  80  entirely  peaceful  in  the  camp,  never  dream- 
ing of  danger  of  any  kind,  everaream 
The  two  bad  progressed  sevpral  miles,  when   sud- 
aenly    eonung    around    a    gigantic    b^t.e,  °;h"h 
Jo  ep  nne  thought  she  recognized,  and  which  was 
ndeed  the  one  that  had  afforded  her  shelto    frl , 
the  cyclone   they  had  a  fair  view  of  the  whole  eas 
em  s^ope  of  the  n.oun.nins.    Away  off  i„  the  dttaTce 
lay  the  white  tents  of  the  camp 

It  was  now  late  in  the  afternoon  and  the  girl  could 

ZZT:   h  ""'  "  ""'""'  '"'''  '■>"  ^'-instantly 

nmed  to  Carter,  who  stood  by  her  side,  surve.m- 

the  prospect.  "^ve^in^ 

*'■  There  is  the  camp,"  she  said. 
"  I  sees  it." 

your'J'^r^'",^^  '"'^  '^''''  °^^^'  I  *^^°I^'  without 
>oiir  assiiitance." 

"It'll  he  dark  long  before  you  git  there."  re- 
turned the  man,  "  I'm  goin' mth  you  " 

moveVm'Tr'  '"  'T'""  ''""'  """  ~"W  "»' 
move  him.    They  went  forward  more  rapidlv   after 

ha  ;  as  rapidly,  indeed,  as  the  man  coullklp  pa  e 

with  the  horse,  and  it  was  not  until  late  in  the  ev  a 

.ng  that  they  found  themselves  on  a  bit  of  llvel 

ground,  perhaps  half  a  mile  of  prairie,  with  the  trees 

at  the  other  end,  which  alone  shut  out  a  view  o    the 

camp.    Off  to  one  si.le,  they  eould  hear  the  rush 

the  wl'd  r'"  '""  ''^-^  '^"•^'^^--J  '  <l--t-  of 

the  way  do™  the  open,  when  a  little  party  of  horse- 
men entered  just  behind  them.     As  soon  as  th«e 
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caught  sight  of  Jost'phine  and  her  companion  they 
slioutc'd  loudly   to  attract  their  attention. 

"  Oh!  "  cried  the  girl  turning  her  horse,  "  there's 
the  bishop!  "  as  she  recognized  a  little  stout  man  at 
the  head  of  the  party.  "  And  there's  Captain  Mc- 
Caulcy  and — and  Mr.  Barnard." 

"  Who  are  the  others?"  asked  Carter,  whipping 
out  his  gun.  lie  stood  poised  on  his  foot  as  if  to 
run.  "  Those  are  your  friends;  but  that  otheo? 
man  an'  them  with  him;  I  reckon  they're  lookin'  fer 
me." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"  That's  the  sheriff  of  Johnson  county  an'  that's 
his  posse.  They've  been  huntin'  me  an'  your  friends 
hev  pressed  them  inter  service  to  hunt  you.  It's  all 
up  with  me,  but  I'm  glad  you're  safe." 

"But  you  will  be  taken!  "  cried  the  girl;  "they 
will " 

"  ^o  matter." 

"Wait!" 

Disengaging  her  foot  from  the  stirrups  she  sprang 
to  the  ground  instantly. 

"Take  my  horse!"  she  gasped.  "Quick!  You 
saved  me,  I'll  save  you." 

The  man  hesitated. 

"Go!"  she  urged. 

It  was  the  work  of  a  second  for  him  to  unbuckle 
the  saddle  and  throw  it  aside.  Gathering  the  reins  in 
his  hand  he  leaped  to  the  back  of  the  big  cavalry 
horse. 

"  Good-bye,"  cried  the  girl  lifting  her  hand. 
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Thoy  wcro  very  near  now,  b„t  l,c  pulled  off  hU 
sombrero,  bent  i„w  over  tbe  saddle,  seized  lier  hand 
and  pressed  a  long  kiss  upon  it. 

"  If  I'd  'a'  met  you  afore,"  ho  cried,  "  I  might 
hev  been  a  different  man." 

The  party  was  close  at  hand.  Still  holding  his 
cocked  pistol.  Carter  put  the  spur  into  tlie  horse. 
Ho  started  off  on  a  gallop  instantly  toward  the  other 
end  of  the  glade. 

"Josephine I"  cried  the  bishop,  as  they  ap- 
proached, "  are  you  safe?  We  have  been  searching 
for  you  all  dav." 

"  Entirely  so,"  answered  the  girl,  '*  thanks  to  that 
man,"  pointing  to  the  rapidly  disappearing  figure. 

"  Who  is  he? "  asked  Barnard  jealously  as  he  dis- 
mounted and  took  her  hand.  "I've'^bcen  wild 
with " 

"By  gosh,  I  know  him!"  exclaimed  the  sheriff. 
That's  my  man.     That's  Kid  Carter!  him  we've 
come  to  ketch,  boys.    After  him!  " 

He  lifted  his  AVinchester  as  he  spoke,  and  levelled 
It  at  the  fleeing  man.     The  girl  rushed  toward  the 
sheriff  frantically  waving  her  hands  and  screaming. 
The  startled  horse  jumped  aside,  the  gun  went  off 
and  the  bullet  sped  harmlessly  down  the  valley.  But, 
by  this  time,  other  rifles  were  cracking;  she  could 
not  attend  to  them  all,  and  one  shot  hit  the  old  troop 
horse.     He  jumped  into  the  air  and  fell.     Carter 
revolver  in  hand,  was  off  him  in  a  minute,  making 
for  the  woods  near  the  river  bank  amid  a  fusilade  of 
bullets.    Josephine  Carter,  who  had  stood  appalled  at 
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first    now  ran  into  the  open  between  the  posse  and 
the  fugitive,  her  arms  extended  as  if  to  protect  him 
She  might  as  well  have  tried  to  check  a  whirlwind 
for  they  brushed  her  aside  without  a  second's  hesita- 
tion, and  galloped  forward,  firing  as  they  ran.     The 
cniel  joy  of  a  man  hunt  was  with  them.     There  were 
good  shots  in  that  posse.    Carter  suddenly  staggered 
and  fell  just  as  they  reached  him.     He  lav  on  the 
ground,  hi«  revolver  still  clenched  in  his  hand. 
^^  "  Be  careful,  boys,"  said  the  sheriff,  riding  up: 
he's  got  his  gun  with  him  yet." 
"You  needn't  be  afraid,"  gasped  out  the  Kid, 
dropping  the  weapon,  "  I  won't  shoot.    I  don't  want 
no^more  blood  on  my  hands.    Where's  the  lady?  » 

"Here,"   answered   Josephine,   forcing  her  way 
through  the  men;  "  are  you  much  hurt?  " 

"  I'm  done  for,  this  time.    Say,  I'm  glad  I  don't 
hev  to  go  back  to  that  place." 

"  What  does  he  mean?  "  asked  the  sheriff. 
That  pocket  in  the  mountains,  you  know,"  said 
the  girl,  stooping  down  and  slipping  her  arm  under 
the  dying  man's  head;  "I  ventured  in  there  in  the 
storm " 
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Good  gosh!  have  you  been  in  Hell  Hole,"  said 
the  sheriff,  "  and  got  out  alive?  " 

"Yes,    thanks    to    him.      He    claimed    me,    and 
brought  me  here  at  the  risk  of  his  life." 

Kid,"  said  the  sheriff,  stooping  down  and  taking 
the  man's  hand,  "  that  was  white  of  you.  If  I'd 
known  that.  I'll  be  blamed  if  I'd 
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shot  at  you  I 
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"  It*8  just  as  well,"  said  the  Kid,  faintlj.  "  Thank 
jou,  ma'am;  I'm  glad  I  done  it.  Is  that  the  bishop 
you  was  talkin'  about  ^  I  have  been  a  bad  boy, 
bishop.  But  scein's  I'm  knocked  out  this  time,  don't 
you  think  I'll  git  a  show  when  I've  gone  over  the 
range? " 

"  You  gave  your  life  for  another,  for  this  girl, 
my  boy,"  said  the  old  man,  kneeling  down  by  him. 
"  It  was  a  sacrifice,  an  atonement.  *  Greater  love,* 
said  Jesus,  '  hath  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man  lay 
down  his  life  for  his  friends.'  " 

"  An'  I  didn't  shoot  the  posse  when  I  might  hev. 
I  wanted  as  clean  a  hand  as  I  could  carry  now.  I'm 
sorry  to  have  all  this  unpleasant  business  a-dooin* 
afore  you  miss;  I  sure  am.  It's  growing  dark  mighty 
sudden,  ain't  it?  It  must  be  gittin'  late.  I'm  not 
afraid  to  die  if  you  think  I  hev  a  chance." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  cried  the  girl,  "  I'm  sure  of  it." 

"  I've  been  in  hell  onct  to-day,"  he  gasped  out, 
"  an'  in  heaven,  too."  He  smiled  up  at  her. 
"Would  you  lemme  kiss  your  hand  ag'in  afore ?" 

The    girl    glanced    interrogatively    at    Barnard. 


There  was  no  need  of  explanation  between  these 
two  at  this  time.  She  knew  that  he  loved  her  and 
he  knew  that  she  loved  him,  and  the  petty  quarrel 
was  composed  in  the  shadow  of  the  death  angel's 
wing.  Then  she  bent  her  head,  lifted  Carter's  head 
a  little  higher  and  kissed  him  on  the  lips.  The  smile 
broadened — it  was  almost  a  laugh — then  stopped 
suddenly.  It  was  as  If  a  hand  had  been  passed  over 
his  face  and  smoothed  it  out. 
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She  loid  h,s  head  back  on  the  «od,  and  rose  to  hor 
loet.  The  biHhop  still  knolt,  prayi^^r  in  tj.o  tuiliL-ht; 
the  others  stoo.l  around,  their  hat.s  in  their  hands 

iiut  poor  Kid  Carter  had  gone  over  the  range 
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Third  Record 


HER   BIRTHDAY* 

Komancc  had  uever  ceaaod  to  play  a  part — and  a 
largo  one — in  the  career  of  Edith  Gordon.  The 
one  regret  of  her  life  was  that  John  Gordon,  her 
huabaml,  had  become  so  intensely  practical.  It  had 
been  "  Jack  "  in  those  days  when  the  blood  burned 
and  the  heart  was  prodigal  with  vows  and  protesta- 
tions; but  that  time  was  long  past,  and  the  erstwhile 
dashing  "  Jack  "  had  developed  into  the  stout,  some- 
what prosaic,  entirely  unromantic  '*  John,"  a  man 
eminently  ununited  to  play  Komeo  to  Edith's  Juliet. 

Edith  herself  had  not  stood  still — outwardly — 
during  the  advancing  years,  yet  she  had  not  lost  a 
great  deal.  While,  of  course,  the  freshness  of  youth 
no  longer  shone  in  her  face,  the  classic  features, 
about  which  "Jack"  had  been  wont  to  rave,  but 
which  "  John  "  now  viewed  with  such  cnmplacency, 
had  been  left  unravaged  by  the  course  of  time.  The 
gloss  and  sheen  were  gone  from  the  abundant  chest- 
nut hair  that  waved  above  her  sweet  low  brow,  but 
the  soft  light  of  the  somewhat  premature  gray  crown 
of  advancing  years  provided  ii  substitute  scarcely  less 
charming. 

Her  figure,  too,  was  not  quite  what  it  had  been. 

*  By  eoortety  of  "  The  DcUneator." 
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Ilu'    iuUxvm   of  tt    ri|».— Kciitli    t|,„ug|.t    mixwXmw^ 
with  di.muv   I  hut   it   ua.  a   riprnin^-cJevrlopmcut 
of  wcnianhiMMl  iuui  ovi.r\vh..lMUil  tli..  Blonder  curves 
"f  girllmo.1;  hut  tlu-  rc-ult  wum  «till  Nif^furtorv,  oh- 
[Hriully  whin  ai.lr.l  hv  th.M.'  niv^tiriouH  i\v\\ov[  bv 
whi,.h  f. minim,  huniunifv  mww^^UxWv  concinU  tho 
ov(Tl(m.lin^'  tcnchmy  of  n-rinK  fl«"-h.      No  ^reutrr 
iMHulf  oo.il.l   h..  ofFtTcl   Ivlith  (Jordon  than  to  say 
that  «h(.  was  p.ttin-  "  fat."     Xo  ono  in  tho  houHo 
HUid   It   iithcr,   although    ill-nattirrd   pcoph.   outside 
Bonu-tinips  di,|  not  refrain  from  8m-h  "  ^ian.h'r  and 
evil  Hp<.akin^-"  hut  K.lith's  hrart  was  as  vounp,  an 
frosh,  as  vordant  a^  ever;  her  mind  wa«  as  imagina- 
tive, m  suhtiy  apprehon.sivo  of  tho  mv.torious,  tho 
beautiful,  tho  horoio,  as  i,  had  boon  whon  .he  was 
a  girl. 

In  that  8ort  of  dovolopmont  she  had  stood  still. 
It  was  a  nover-onding  source  of  grief  to  her  that 
John—aho  hated  that  name,  and  never  called  him 
that  except  in  public;  in  private  it  was  often  "Jack, 
darl,"  or  something  else  equally  affectionate— that 
John  was  so  changed,  so  unresponsive,  so  unroraan- 
tic.     Why,  he  had  actually  declared  that  he  would 
rather  be  comfortable  in  his  clothes  than  look  well 
in  them  any  day  of  the  year.    That  he  didn't  really 
care  enough  about  growing  stout  to  diet  himself! 
That  nothing  on  earth  would  induce  him  to  "bant," 
and  as  for  exercise,  he  abhorred  it  I    He  was  never 
so  happy  as  in  a  shabby  old  dressing  gown  and  a 
disreputable  pair  of  slippers,  by  his  own  fireside,  with 
Edith,  more  beautiful  than  ever  he  averred— with 
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truth  in  \\U  lit-art — upt>«>«itt>  him,  and  tho  children 
of  thi«  liiugulur  pair,  Mix  in  number,  ciuntond  around 
them. 

ihit  after  all,  John  wa«  a  good  iiort  of  a  man.  IIo 
wa*  tht!  U'st  of  huHbandrt  and  absurdly  d<>votc>d  to 
Kilith  in  hin  own  quiet  way.  III.  really  never  left  her 
if  he  eould  help  it.  When  he  went  away  from  tho 
city  on  buMJnesH  he  always  took  her  with  hirr  ll.« 
delighted  to  sec  her  beautifully  drensed,  ail  \  M 
ho  Hometimes  mocked,  he  inwanlly  appro'  ■.;  c.f  rU 
her  efforts  to  maintain  and  retain  the  cbjj  ,'><  w'li  ii 
had  won  him  to  her  affections  ho  manv  v»,s  i.  f  .,••• 
But  he  was  not  demonstrative.  Xo  c  Mtln';  n' ■<  h 
that  could  arise  would  prevent  him  from  tntln^  V.a 
dinner.  Edith  was  furiously  jealous  at  times  >''  '.c 
children,  who  moiled  and  toiled  about  him  and  over 
him,  and  to  whom  ho  frcfpiently  addressed  those  pet 
names  and  endearing  tonus  which  she  had  once 
thought  were  her  own  peculiar  property. 

But  she  never  had  the  slightest  chance  to  bo 
jeaL.ua  of  anyone  else.  She  sometimes  longed  for 
him  to  give  her  an  opportunity  to  rise  out  of  the 
placid  hun.drum  consciousness  of  his  steady  affec- 
tion; and  in  moro  daring  flights  of  imagination  she 
frequently  wished  that  in  some  way,  without  doing 
anything  wrong  or  compromising  herself  in  any  way, 
she  could  make  John  ragingly  jealous;  bee  him  lose 
a  meal  or  two  and  get  thin. 

But  nothing  happened.  She  often  thought,  with 
a  sigh,  that  all  the  romance  of  her  life  was  past; 
there  was  nothing  before  ber  but  to  live  on  in  this 
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Tp."  f  u'^""^"''  ■"''""""f-l  "ay  until  the  end. 
If  Mith  had  enjoyed  a  wider  experience  of  life- 
and  hmbaads-8he  would  have  known  that  she  wa. 
Wcssed  almost  above  women. 

John  honestly  tried,  at  times,  to  rise  to  the  me.s- 
ure  of  her  requirements.  For  instance,  he  never 
consciously  forgot  an  anniversary.  There  were  more 
anniversancc  in  Edith's  calendar,  too,  than  Saints' 

IZIT  %  n  "'■'':  ''"■  ^°e  ago  John  had 
learned  maafully  to  face  the  consequences  of  those 
IngUtful  lapses  of  memory  which  confronted  him  in 
the  presence  of  Edith  with  this  question  trembling 
upon  her  lips:  * 

"John  Gordon,  do  you  know  what  daj  this  is?  " 
^    When  Edith  asked  that  question  she  was  not  seek- 
ing information  as  to  the  day  of  the  week  or  the 
month      She  wanted  John  to  remember  that  it  was 
on  such  a  day  as  this  that  he  had  first  met  her  at 
so-and-so's  house.     She  wanted  John  to  remember 
every  detail  of  that  meeting,  whieh  her  own  mar- 
vclou.    imaginative  faculties  could   reproduce   with 
absolute  accuracy.     Everything  that  ever  happened, 
Irat  was  connected  with  their  courtship  and  earl^ 
ifo,  was  an  aimiversary,  and  John  really  remem- 
bered them  remarkably  well.    He  was  a  very  busy 
man.     He  had  a  great  many  cares.     The  needs  of 
his  growing  family  were  sufficient  to  require  his  un- 

n:tift::""'^"'  ^-^^  ^^  ^  ^"'^'^ '-  ^-^^^>  ^^^ 

During  a  crisis  in  his  business,  which  had  filled 
him  with  apprehension,  on  a  certain  morning  Edith 
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camo  down  to  breakfast  arrayed  with  extraordinary 
bravery.     She  wore  a  new  shirt-waist  of  the  color 
and  style  which  John  affected.     In  the  centre  of  the 
table  was  a  great  bunch  of  chrysanthemums,  flowers 
associated  with  their  wedding  day,  which  had  hap- 
pened to  fall  a  few  days  after  Edith's  twenty-second 
birthday.    She  had  niade  an  heroic  resolution  before 
she  descended  to  the  dining-room  that  she  would  not 
call  John's  attention  to  the  fact  that  that  day  was 
her  birthday— in  words,  that  is;  but  she  had  been  un- 
able to  restrain  herself  from  indicating  in  some  way 
the  festive  character  of  the  day.     Not  that  it  was 
particularly  festive  for  Edith,  either,  for  no  woman 
approaches  her  fortieth   birthday  with   feelings  of 
equanimity,  but  that  would  not  matter  to  John,  who 
was  accustomed  to  say  that  the  older  he  got  the  hap- 
pier he  was;  and  he,  at  least,  ought  to  rise  to  the 
occasion. 

And  John  had  risen  to  the  occasion,  too.  The 
birthday  was  one  of  the  things  he  had  not  forgotten. 
He  had  previously  provided  her  liberally,  in  accord- 
ance with  his  means,  with  the  jewels  which  looked  so 
pretty  upon  her  beautiful  hands;  and  on  this  occasion 
he  had  decided  to  add  to  her  already  large  collec- 
tion, what  she  had  long  coveted,  a  pearl.  A  fine 
specimen  which  he  had  purchased  the  night  before, 
at  that  very  moment  lay  in  his  pocket.  But  John 
gave  no  outward  sign.  The  Stock  Market  was  in 
a  feverish  condition,  and  he  buried  himself  in  the 
paper  the  moment  he  sat  down.  John  and  Edith 
breakfasted  alone  with  William.    The  other  children 
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Imd  their  breakfast  earlier  and  liad  gone  to  school 
when  these  two  came  down.  William  was  the  young- 
est, lie  was  ''  goin'  on  four,"  as  he  proudly  said, 
which  meant  that  he  had  just  j.ussed  his  third  birth- 
day. He  was  an  observant  young  man.  Nothing 
out  of  the  common  escaped  his  youthful  eye. 

"  Manuna,"  he  asked  at  last,  "  why  are  you  all 
dressed  up?" 

His  father,  who  was  turning  the  paper  at  that 
moment,  fortunately  caught  this  remark  and  looked 
over  at  his  wife. 

"  Well,  Edith,  I  must  say  that  you  look  very  well, 
indeed,  this  morning,  my  dear.  What's  the  occa- 
sion?" 

Edith  blushed  violently  and  her  heart  throbbed  in 
spite  of  herself  at  the  question.  She  temporized, 
however.  The  possibilities  of  the  situation  were  so 
great  that  she  wanted  to  enjoy  them  a  little  longer. 
Instead  of  the  usual  n  tort, 

"  Why,  John  Gordon,  don't  you  know  what  day 

it  is? "  she  replied  lamely  enough.     "  Why er 

nothing  particular." 

"  And  the  flowers,  too,"  said  John,  "  they're  gor- 
geous. They  always  remind  me  of  our  wedding  day," 
he  added  swiftly,  knowing  that  this  was  an  exceed- 
ingly safe  remark  to  make;  and  then— will  it  be  be- 
lieved?—the  odious  man  calmly  went  back  to  his 
paper  and  coffee. 

Edith  stopped  eating  at  once  and  stared  at  him  in 
silence.     Could  it  be  possible?     He  had  forgotten 
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many  things,  but  never  her  birthdav!    AVilliam  came 
to  the  rescue, 

"  Why  don't  you  eat  your  bekfast,  mamma?"  he 
remarked. 

A^^ain  this  caught  the  attention  of  John. 
"  What's  the  matter,  Edith f  ho  said.     ''Aren't 
you  uellf 

Who,  I?  Perfectly  well,"  returned  Edith  with 
rising  indignation,  immediately  beginning  to  attack 
her  waJHe  furiously,  although  every  mouthful  choked 
her. 

John  had  finished  his  breakfast.  Ho  excused  him- 
self, rose  from  the  table,  caught  AVilliam's  chubby 
face  in  his  two  hands,  and  after  carefully  wiping 
the  fringe  of  molasses  from  around  his  mouth, 
pressed  a  long,  exuberant  kiss  upf)n  the  baby  face; 
then  he  stepped  over  to  Edith,  laid  his  hand  upon  her 
shoulder,  turned  her  cheek  up  to  him,  kissed  her 
softly,  in  what,  it  must  be  admitted,  was  rather  a 
matter-of-fact  manner,  and  went  out. 

Edith  heard  the  door  close  behind  him.  It  was 
too  much.  She  rose  from  the  table,  unheeding  the 
baby's  protests— he  objected  very  much  to  being  left 
alone — and  ran  upstairs  to  her  room.  She  shut  the 
door,  threw  herself  face  downward  on  the  bed,  and 
sobbed  out  her  grief  and  disappointment  in  an  agony 
of  tears. 

"William,  though  he  did  not  like  solitude,  disliked 
emptiness  the  more.  He  stayed  at  the  table  until, 
with  the  assistance  of  the  maid,  he  had  disposed  of  a 
wonderful  quantity  of  cocoa  and  waffles,  there  being 
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no  mamma  present  to  interdict  his  consumption; 
then  he  clambered  up  the  stairs,  opened  the  door 
of  his  mother's  room  and  entered. 

"  What's  the  matter,  mamma?  "  he  said,  "  why  are 
you  cryin'?" 

"  Oh,  AVilliam,  my  precious  baby,  mamma's  only 
comfort,"  wailed  Edith,  stretching  out  her  arms 
toward  the  chubby  boy,  '•'  come  here  to  me,  my  little 
sen.  Mamma  is  so  miserable.  It's  her  birthdav.  and 
— and — papa  didn't  remember.  [Nfamma  is  forty 
years  old  to-day— that's  bad  enough.  She's  so  lone- 
some, so  unhappy!  No  one  even  wished  her  '  many 
happy  returns.'  " 

"  I'll  do  it,  mamma,"  said  William,  getting  up  on 
the  bed  and  nestling  down  by  her.  "  Won't  you  have 
a  birfday  cake  wiv  cannels  on  it  like  I  did? " 

"  No,  nothing,  nothing  I  Xobody  cares  for  mam- 
ma's birthday.  She's  an  old  woman  now  I  So  lone- 
some, her  heart's  broken!" 

"  Won't  papa  give  you  somcthin'?'^ 
"  He's  forgotten  all  about  it,  darling.    He  doesn't 
care  for  mamma  any  more." 

Edith  was  so  absorbed  in  her  grief,  and  William 
was  so  absorbed  in  Edith,  that  they  did  not  hear  the 
hall  door  open.  They  did  not  mark  John's  rather 
heavy  tread  upon  the  stairs,  consequently  they  were 
both  greatly  surprised  when  the  door  opened  and  he 
stood  before  them,  an  expression  of  amazement  on 
his  face  at  the  sight  of  the  two  figures,  for  the  con- 
tagion of  his  mother's  misery  had  been  too  much 
for  the  susceptible  infant,  and  while  she  was  sob- 
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bing  softly  he  was  roaring  with  all  the  vociferoiw- 
uess  of  chiUliiootl. 

'•  Why,  Edith!  William!"  cried  John  in  astonish- 
ment,  "  what's  the  matter?" 

At  the  sound  of  his  voice  Edith  sat  up,  a  flash  of 
hope  pervading  her  being.  He  had  remembered, 
then,  and  had  come  back!  All  would  be  well.  But 
his  first  words  undeceived  her. 

"  I  left  those  vouchers  I  was  examining  last 
night,"  continued  John,  '  and  came  back  for  them. 
*I  find  you  in  tears.  My  dear  girl,  what  is  the  mat- 
ter?" 

John  was  unconsciously  adroit.  Edith  loved  to 
be  called  his  "  dear  girl  "  and  John  knew  it.  This 
time,  however,  the  words  <lid  not  mollify  her.  Since 
he  did  not  know,  she  resolved  he  never  should.  She 
determined  that  hereafter  her  birthday  should  pass 
by  unnoticed.  She  felt  the  luxury  of  martyrdom 
stealing  over  her,  which  was  some  compensation  for 
her  misery.  She  dried  her  tears  as  best  she  could 
and  looked  disdainfully  and  coldly  at  him. 

"  Nothing,  nothing  at  all,"  she  said. 

"Dere  is,  too,"  said  William,  sturdily. 

"William!"  said  Edith  sharply,  "I  forbid  you 
to  speak.    Don't  say  a  word!" 

Generally  John  did  not  interfere  between  Edith 
and  the  children.  This  time  he  broke  that  wise  rule. 
He  drew  a  nickel  from  his  pocket. 

"  Bill,"  he  said,  holding  up  the  coin,  "  come  here." 

In  a  second  that  infant  was  in  his  arms,  his  face 
shining  through  his  tears. 
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"What's  the  matter  with  mamma,  son?"  asked 
John. 

"  WiHie,  dear,"  cried  his  mother  imploringly,  but 
t?.e  a  hirement  of  the  nickel  was  too  great  even  for 
li      hhal  affection. 

Papa,  don't  you  know  what  day  it  is?"  asked  the 
smihng  William. 

^^  "  Great  Heavens!"  thought  John  in  consternation, 
have  the  children  begun  to  ask  that  infernal  ques- 
tion, too?"  * 

He  racked  his  brain  for  a  possible  neglected  anni- 
versary. 

"  Well,  what  day  is  it? "  he  asked  finally. 
"Why,  it's  mamma's  birf.lay,"  said  William  tri- 
umphantly. 

John  turned  open-mouti*  ,1  to  Edith.     She  had 
risen  and  was  confronting  hi     like  an  angry  goddess, 
ihe  flash  of  mdignation  upon  her  cheek,  the  tear 
that  sparkled  in  her  eye-and  ^dith  was  one  of  the 
few  women   who   look   pretty   ni   tears-made  her 
fairly  adorable.    He  thought  sh(  had  never  appeared 
more  charming,  even   when  she  was  only  sixteen 
For  an  instant  his  admiration  shone  in  his  glance 
and  the  unerring  Edith  was  quick  to  detect  it.    There 
^vas  an  opportunity  for  him  to  get  into  her  good 
graces  once  more.     Alas!  Nemesis  must  have  been 
guiding  him,  for  what  did  John  do?     His  admira- 
tion faded  into  an  expression  of  amusement.     Ho 
snickered,  he  chuckled,  he  laughed.     He  sank  down 
m  the  nearest  chair  and  roared.     Edith  had  never 
been  so  furiously  angry  before.     This  was  adding 
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insult  to  injury.    So  soon  as  sho  could  make  herself 
heard,  she  l>egnn, 

"  For  my  part,  John  Gordon,  I  «co  notliing  about 
which  to  laugh.  You  have  forgotten  my  birthday, 
a  thing  you  have  never  done  before  nince  we  have 
been  married.  I  dressed  myself  to  please  you.  I 
put  those  chrysanthemums  on  the  table  because  they 
reminded  you  always  of  our  wedding  day  and  my 
birthday.  I  had  the  breakfast  you  liked,  too — and 
— and  you  never  noticed  anything!  If  it  hadn't  been 
for  the  baby  you  wouldn't  have  known  whether  I 
was  dressed  or  not.  I  even  forgot  my  prejudice  and 
ordered  that  horrid  vulgar  liver  and  bacon — a  com- 
bination I  detest — for  you  especially.  I  don't  be- 
lieve you  even  knew  what  you  were  eating!  And 
then,  when  you  came  back,  I  thought  you  had  re- 
membered, and  had  come  to  wish  me  many  happy 
returns  and — and " 


"  But,  my  diar  Edith- 
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"  Don't  pay  a  word !  I  never  was  so  unhappy  in 
my  life!  It  is  quite  evident  that  you  do  not  care  for 
me  now  that  I  am  g  ning  old.  All  you  think  of  is 
comfort,  comfort  and  your  children.  And  I'm  forty 
and  married  to  a  man  who  has  ceased  to  love  me  at 
all.  It's  bad  enough  to  be  forty  without  being  so 
neglected  and  so  lonesome!  " 

Hero  Edith  put  her  head  down  in  her  hands  and 
began  to  cry.  John  was  sober  enough  now,  although 
the  remains  of  his  amusement  were  plainly  visible. 
It  was  William  who  broke  in. 
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"  Papa,  you're  bad  to  my  mamma,  I  don't  love 
you  any  more." 

d.,"  ^"!!'""; '•'  "I''.''  ■'"'"' «""«''' "  '•''  "»•»»'•  the 

datf  of  her  birthday." 

fJJ^'7**'^'':'  ""*'''  ^"'•^*^»1  'nan,"  sobbed 
Jiuitii,  he  can  t  even  rcnn-mbor  the  date.  I^'a  No- 
vember  5th,  if  you  will  have  it." 

"  I  thought  «o,"  .ai.l  John,  "  and  Kdith,  my  dear- 
est  mle  do  you  rcali.o  that  to-day  i«  the  third  of 
November  and  your  birthday  isn't  until  day  after 
to-morrow."  ^ 

"  John  Gordon,  you  aro  deceiving  me  It's  one  of 
your  ways  of  getting  out " 

"  Look   at    the  calendar,   my   dear,"   .aid   John, 
iou  see? 

She  stood  looking  at  John  in  hopeless  disnmy.    John 
was  makmg  a  herculean  effort  to  restrain  his  mirth. 
He  tried  valiantly,  b„t  it  was  -impossible.     Edith 
d.dn  t  know  whether  to  eon.in.ie  weeping  or  join  in 
his   aughter,  it  was  all  so  fearfully  unromantie,  this 
whole  proceeding.     William  was  also  waiting  to  seo 
whieh  way  the  wind  was  blowing.     Finally  Edith 
caught  the  infeetion  of  her  husband's  humor  and 
joined  m  his  glee.     William's  high-pitehed  staeoato 
trill  made  an  appropriate  obligato  for  the  merry  con- 
jugal duet.  ' 

''Well,  now  the  thing  has  come  out,"  said  John 
m  his  matter-of-fact  way,  feeling  in  his  waistcoat 
pocket,     since  you  have  arranged  this  day  for  your 
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birtliilav,  I  might  as  well  give  you  the  prencnt  I  wai 
ki'i'ping  for  you,"  handing  her  a  littlo  packet. 

With  cagcT  rtngcw,  «ho  tore  it  ojMin,  disoloning 
tho  rnfliant  iH>arl.  There  was  a  little  slip  of  paper 
eiu'loMi'il  in  the  eirelet  of  the  ring. 

••  Hrnd  it,"  «ai(J  John. 

•*  To  Edithy  pearl  among  wives, /ram  her  lover  ana 
huaband." 

Yes,  and  the  nnnie  i*igniMl  to  it  was  not  "  John," 
but  "Jack,"  and  there  he  stood,  fat,  unronuintic, 
rather  inditTerent  as  to  dross,  bhishing  like  a  girl. 

Kdith  flung  h<r  ariin  around  Ids  neek,  kissed  him 
enthusiastically,  then  held  him  at  arm's  length. 

"  John  Gordon,"  she  said  severely,  "  you  are  really 
just  too  provoking  for  anything!  How  unromantio 
of  you.  Now  you  have  gone  and  spoiled  my  birthday 
by  giving  me  my  present  to-day  V* 
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"TO    HER    WHO    LOVED    HIM    BEST 

OF  ALL""* 

Whon  '-Evidoncod  l.y  Service  "  M-as  publi.^hed  it 
met  with  an  instant  and  over\vlieliiiin«,'  success.  Ilis 
friends — and  in  triitli  most  readers  were  that,  for 
he  was  a  popular  author  and  had  written  much- 
finished  its  perusal  with  tliree  states  of  euiotion  striv- 
m^  for  the  mastery— surprise,  achiiiration,  and  re- 
gret. His  other  books,  wliile  they  had  all  been  hon- 
est, wholesome,  pleasing-  novels,  had  not  led  them 
to  expect  anything  at  once  so  deep,  so  brilliant,  so 
subtle  as  this.  In  each  human  being,  it  has  been 
said,  there  is  at  least  one  real  book,  one  real  romance. 
This  was  his. 

The  conception  of  the  novel  was  so  startling  and 
original,  it  was  worked  out  on  such  strong  and  un- 
usual lines,  the  characters  were  so  finely  drawn,  and 
the  affection  of  the  woman  ^vlm  filled  the  centre  of 
the  story  M-as  evidenced  in  so  strange  and  powerful  a 
way,  by  an  act  of  unprecedented  service  to,  and  sac- 
rifice for,  her  lover  that  his  Avarmest  admirers  even, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  public  generally,  were  lost  in 
admiration.  The  critics,  even  the  great  ones  whose 
words  have  weight,  praised  the  book  without  a  dis- 

•  By  Courtesy  of  "  The  Century  Magazine." 


1 1 


I 

1 


80 


The  Kccordit 


'I,  i 


^  - 

"i     ;■   ' 

I'i^- 

..  '     »    1 

.'■.           ! 

» 

!     ■ 

?" 

:», 

■ 

!««( 

■ 

iti 

1       i 

[W 


sontin-;  voice;  tho  prosso^  put  forth  odition  nftrr 
odition,  and  tho  book  stores  couhl  hardly  keep  pace 
with  tho  caffor  huyors.  Tt  was  tho  litorary  sensation 
not  only  of  the  day,  and  of  tho  season,  but  of  the 
year. 

The  regret  of  it  all  was  tliat  he  was  no  longer  alive 
to  enjoy  his  belated  but  unequivocal  triumph.  He 
had  boon  an  old-fashioned  author  in  many  respcets, 
never  m.iking  use  of  a  secretary  or  a  typewriter 
for  instance,  but  writing  his  books  laboriously  out 
in  longhand.  They  found  him  dead  one  morning 
before  his  desk,  his  head  bowed  upon  his  left  arm, 
and  that  arm  upon  the  mauuscript  of  this  last  story. 
The  pen  was  still  clasped  in  his  hand.  Ho  was  indif- 
ferent now  to  praise  or  blame,  success  or  failure. 
He  had  been  a  hard,  persistent  worker  with  his  busy 
pen  all  his  life,  and  it  was  a  great  pity  that  success 
came  so  late — too  late. 

The  last  words  that  he  had  written  had  been  traced 
upon  the  top  sheet  of  paper,  blank  save  for  this  sig- 
nificant line  of  dedication: 
"  TO  HER  WHO  LOVES  ME  BEST  OF  ALL." 

There  was  no  explanation  vouchsafed  as  to  who 
was  in  his  mind  when  he  wrote,  not  the  faintest  clue 
anywhere  by  which  the  identity  of  that  unknown 
woman  could  be  discovered.  There  was  some  little 
speculation  about  it  among  the  critics  for  a  time,  some 
natural  curiosity  in  the  public  mind  at  first;  but 
the  matter  soon  ceased  to  interest  in  the  larger  ap- 
peal to  discussion  made  by  the  wonderful  book  itself, 
and  the  question  dropped  from  the  view  of  every- 
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one  except  five  women.  To  them  it  became  of  vital 
moment  indeed,  for  each  one  of  the  live  loved  hiia, 
and  the  question,  "  Is  it  JT'  was  at  once  of  st  '.1U3 
import  so  soon  as  it  was  formulated  by  five  unde- 
cided jealous  hearts. 

It  so  happened  that  not  one  of  them  had  seen  the 
dedication  until  the  book  had  been  published,  for 
the  manuscript  had  been  sent  by  his  literary  execu- 
tors to  the  publisher  without  inspection  or  revision 
bv  anv  member  of  his  family  or  by  any  of  the  others. 
In  one  way  or  another  the  book  came  into  the  hands 
of  each  one  of  them  about  the  same  time,  and  the 
five  women  faced  the  problem  without  reading  the 
book — that  was  a  secondary  matter — and  strove  to 
solve  it  at  the  same  iubtant  from  the  dedication 
alone. 
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The  first  to  consider  it  was  an  old,  bowed,  white- 
haired  woman  of  threescore  and  ten  years — a  woman 
bereft  of  her  only  son,  who  sat  alone  ^vaiting  the  end. 
She  wondered,  at  first  dully  and  then  with  awakening 
apprehension,  if  she  had  been  in  his  thoughts  as  he 
had  traced  the  words.  "What  love  is  there  that  hu- 
manity may  feel  that  equals  a  mother's  love?  She 
had  borne  him;  in  her  bosom  he  had  lain;  she  had 
carried  him  in  her  arms  as  a  child;  her  knee  had  been 
his  altar  in  infancy.  Over  him,  around  him,  about 
him,  her  fostering  care  had  ever  been  thrown.  She 
had  trained  him,  developed  him.  It  was  largely  due 
to  her  labor  and  love  that  he  was  what  he  was. 

There  had  been  other  children  born  to  her.    One 
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I'.v  ••"(•  fli.'v  ha.l  p.no.  Wo  ..nlv  I.m.1  l.c.n  1.^  alivo. 
T(,  iiitii  cnly  li;„l  Aw  turnc.l  at  last.  Did  ho  moan 
licr?  Ila.l  tliis  jrroat  work  that  crowned  liin  life 
been  <Icdicatc<l  to  hor^  Sinvlv  noiio  had  lov.d  him 
as  siio.  Hy  ri-ht,  then,  sh,-  oonid  ohiiui  it  from  all 
tho  world— from  wife,  from  chihl,  from  frioml,  she 
thon^rht  with  the  quiet  but  exooediu-  hitter  jealouriv 
ofthe.dd. 

"  Kvid(  need  by  Service."     She  read  the  title  ov  ^r 
a.i'-ain.     She  had  searetdy  noted  it  before.     What  did 
that  moan?     Was  it  love  that  was  evidenced?     How 
.stood  she  there?     Had  ^he  loved  him  by  that  tost? 
Had  she  served  him  in  tlie  end  as  in  the  be-innin^ir? 
Had  her  devotion  wavered  or  faltered?     Was  there 
a   taint   of  self   in   it?      Her  conscience   smote   her 
at  tho  thoughts.     He  had  boon  worried,   harassed, 
straitened  in  many  ways  in  these  latter  years.     She 
had  seen  it,  she  had  known  it.     Had  shea^'ft-ravated 
his  troubled     Had  slu'  d(.ne  what  she  could  for  him, 
had  she  o-iven  or  demanded?     There  had  been  quar- 
rels, causeless,  foolish,  jealous  quarrels  with  his  wife, 
dissensions  between  them  on  account  of  him.     Had 
it  been  her  fault?    Had  she  shown  the  spirit  of  love, 
of  comity,  of  self-sacrifice?    Ha.l  she  thou^rht  of  him' 
or  herself  first?    Had  she  striven  to  make  him  happy? 
Was  it  she,  after  all?     His  look  reproached  her  be- 
cause there  was  only  love  and  consideration  for  her 
in  it— no  reproof  for  his  mother.     She  sat  starini^ 
aimlessly  before  her  in  the  silence,  so  old,  so  lonely^ 
the  book  neglected  in  her  lap.    Was  it  she?    O  God, 
was  it  she? 
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Wluit  of  uuullicr  w.. lining     lit'  luitl  \>vv\\  f<ni«l  of 
quoting'  to  his  wife,  she  now  iTiiu'iiilH-ml,  that  lilthi 
word  of  Scripture,  "  A  prophet  is  not  witliout  honor, 
save  in  his  own  countrv."     And  to-(hiy  tliat  broken- 
lieart«'(l  wife  sat  ah)ne  before  his  desk  in  the  study 
on  the  top  floor  of  their  home,  whieh  she  had  so  in- 
freciuently  visited  when  he  lived  and  worked  there, 
but  whieli  now  seemed  the  oidy  room  in  that  lonely 
house  in  which  she  coidd  bear  to  abide,  for  there 
everything:  spoke  to  her  of  him.     She  lifted  ^hc  book 
to  her  lips  and  contidently  appropriated  to  herself 
the  dedication.     He  had  thoujrht  of  her  then.   Thank 
God!     Vcs.    In  those  closing  hours,  in  that  last  night 
before  he  went  to  sleej)  to  awake  elsewhere,  he  had 
thought  of  her,  of  her.     She  kissed  the  page  with 
a  passionate  intensity.    Xo  one  had  loved  him  as  she. 
He  must  have  known  it. 

But  stop.  Doubt  came  into  her  heart  also.  Did 
he,  had  he  known  it?  Had  she  known  it  herself  until 
after?  Ah,  no.  She  must  be  honest  with  herself 
now,  and  if  she  had  not,  how  could  he  have  known? 
There  had  been  quarrels,  differences,  dissensions, 
petty  bickerings,  ill  tempers— her  fault,  her  fault. 
She  had  not  entered  into  his  work,  had  not  under- 
stood him,  had  not  sympathized  with  him  as  she 
might.  She  had  been  captious,  indifferent,  exacting. 
Had  she?  Had  he  been  first  in  her  thoughts  before 
all  the  rest?  He  was  so  tired,  not  himself,  and  she 
had  not  comprehended.  He  had  died  alone,  over 
hi?  book  pen  in  band,  like  the  knight  in  his  harness. 
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What  had  he  said  la.st  to  hor?    Or«hotobim?   When 
iiad  Hho  kiMsod  him  hist  in  life? 

IIo  had  u-orkod  so  hard,  .o  faithfully,  for  her  and 
Jut  clnldrc.„.     Ha.I  .ho  worked  for  him?     Had  she 
kep    from  him  all  trouble,  all  annoyam-o,  that  she 
"n^ht  have  done?     Or  had  h'  .  loa<h.d  the.,  thin.. 
"P;m  Ins  already  burdened  nhonlders^    Had  sho  been 
a   helpmate  to  him?     MVilt   thou  obcv   him,  and 
servo  him,  love,  honor  and  ke.p  him?"     Service? 
Ha.I   she    ovhlenced   aught    by   that   supremo    test? 
There  was  his  mother-there  were  so  many  things. 
1  hey  crowded  swiftly  upon  her. 

Had  she  ovor  knmvn  him  before?     Ah,  now  she 
knew  Inm.     ^one  knew  him  as  she.     Ho  had  been 
80  kmd  to  hor   so  gontle  with  her,  so  indulgent  to 
hor.     How  had  she  repaid  him?     She  remembered 
again  so  many  things  he  had  said  and  done-things 
full  of  meaning  to  her  now,  different  meaning,  bet- 
ter  meaning.     The  illumination  of  a  great  sorrow 
was  upon  her,  the  enlightment  of  a  great  loss  was 
poured  into  her  soul.     She  knew  him  at  last.     She 
saw  him  as  he  was.     She  loved  him  now  as  none 
other  could.     She  understood  him  as  never  before 
and  It  was  too  late,  too  late!     Could  he  have  meant 
her  when  he  wrote  those  last  words?    Tould  he  have 
fathomed  her  heart  in  spite  of  herself?    Or  was  there 
some  other  one?    Who  could  it  be? 

She  laid  the  book  down  on  the  desk,  where  Wa 
head  had  lain  when  he  died,  rested  her  head  on  her 
hands,  and  stared  at  it  in  a  cold  a.^ony  of  jonlnn.  inde- 
cision, as  one  fascinated.    Like  the  mother,  she  had 
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no  teaw.     Sho  was  pravinj.,  praving  in  vain  iuv  ..no 
word  of  assurance. 

In  the  privacy  of  her  chamUrr  sat  his  dan^htor. 
Sho  was  a  girl  of  cightcon,  witli  all  tl.p  undininu'd 
rnthusiasm  of  her  yoars.  She  had  been  prou.l  of 
her  father,  passionately  attaehed  to  him.  Fond  of 
her  mother,  y.-s,  hut  the  two  stood  on  such  dilTermt 
planes  that  there  was  no  comparison.  She  took  the 
book  in  her  hand  and  bed(.wed  the  pa^^e  with  her 
tears—the  easy  tears  of  youth.  She  had  been  such  a 
comfort  to  him  in  many  ways,  he  had  said  sometimes. 
Sho  had  un<lerstor  1  him  less,  but  had  worshipped  him 
more.    Had  he  meant  her? 

There  was  a  childish  jealousy  in  the  query  in  her 
heart,  jealousy  of  her  mother,  of  her  ^M-andmother, 
of  everybody.     What  was  the  test  he  himself  had 
lair  down?    The  hinrhcst  test  of  love,  service?    Had 
she  served  him?     Had  she  helped  him  as  sho  might 
have  done?    Had  she  been  a  daughter  indeed?    Alas! 
there  arose  before  her  moments  of  folly,  of  petu- 
lance, of  scenes  that  had  tried  him  almost  beyond 
endurance.     If  she  only  had  not  done  it!     If  she 
only  had  always  been  what  he  fain  would  have  made 
her,  and  what  she  could  so  easily  have  been!    It  waa 
not  she,  fond,  foolish  little  child.     Would  God  it 
might  have  been! 

Away  out  West  a  woman  who  had  lived  unmarried 
all  these  years  for  love  of  him  pressed  the  book  to 
her  heart,  whioh  cried  out,  in  jealous  pain  she  could 
not  stifle,  that  ae  must  have  meant  her,  there  could 
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\to  no  other.  Thrv  hml  Im'pm  l>oy  nn«l  pirl  lovers*  to- 
pctlur  and  were  to  liavo  hvcu  iiiarri«*l.  She  wai 
vcHinu  ainl  foolisii;  tliev  quarreled.  It  \\i\*  her  fa>iit. 
lie  went  away  an«l  married  f*onio  one  vU<  She  had 
nevor  seen  him  sinee  then,  and  !*hr  ha.  repentid 
oidv  onec — that  was  all  her  life.  When  too  late  «he 
ili-;eovered  that  slu-  had  loved  him  with  a  [yafj-ion  like 
that  Frane«'-ea  hore  Paolo,  or  iNtrareh  helil  for 
Laura. 

And  he  had  love<l  her.  If  thin^n  had  been  differ- 
ent and  thev  inul  been  tofxether,  how  her  love  would 
have  uplifted  him,  ennohhd  him!  Sho  knew  that 
she  would  have  made  him  a  better  wife  than  any 
other;  that  slie  would  have  utiderstood  him,  .sympa- 
thized with  him,  helped  him,  aided  him,  as  none  other 
could.  lie  must  have  felt  it.  Tho  (s»mpulsion  of 
hor  passion  must  have  been  upon  him.  He  must 
have  known  it.  Her  heart  must  have  spoken  to  him 
in  some  ethereal  hour.  Sometimes  tho  dyinpf  see 
visions.  Had  he  seen  her  at  last  and  believed^  And 
was  she  wrought  within  the  fabric  of  his  linal  dreamt 

Yet,  she,  too,  had  failed  him.  She  had  robbed  him 
of  the  treasure  of  her  afTeetion.  When  she  might 
have  been  all  to  him  she  had  (deeted  to  be  nothing. 
Could  that  be  explained  or  brushed  aside?  Service? 
She  had  given  him  none  at  all.  She  had  loved  him 
as  none  other.  Tint  had  he  understood?  Xo,  the 
book  was  not  for  her;  she  could  not  claim  it  by  des- 
sert, however  much  her  desire.  He  would  never 
know  it.  He  could  never  understand.  Her  heart 
might  break  with  impotent  passion,  it  could  make  no 
difference  now. 
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Out  wlirro  tln-_v  iai'i  hint  uii  tin-  A**\i*^  of  the  iiill 
frnntinf;  tin*  tu.-t,  u  uonuiii  lu  !•!  tin-  book  in  Iht  \vvuv 
hliny:  li;iti<l,  ami  looknl  ilown  at  tln'  j^roiii  inoui!<l 
strctchin;,'  luonotonoiHly  from  Ikt  fi-rt.  'I'Ihto  wtTi* 
witiicro.l  llowi-r.s  upon  it,  hlo^Mtinn  a-*  fvancsi't-nt  a?* 
rcnuiiihranco.  SIh«  stood  then*  nnli('('.liii<r  tijo  H»ft 
<lrij»  of  the  rain  dn'm-hin^'  tlic  ^MrnicntH  <  u^!iron<lin;? 
Ikt  }l;;ur<',  ji  wrcfflu'.l,  unfortiinatf  woman,  fallon 
as  low  as  huniaiiiry  coiiM  fail  and  \v\  hv  Immnn. 

Late  oni'  ni,i;!ir  yearn  ap)  lie  had  Ix-cn  walking? 
alon^  tin*  dc^rrtcij  river  front  of  tho  great  city  in 
search  f>f  local  coi.,r  for  one  of  his  noveN,  and  ho 
had  jtnlled  from  the  water  nf  the  risk  of  hi-i  life  thi!< 
wretched  creafiire,  n'ck  with  the  hid«'(MH  horror  of 
her  situation,  and  strivin;,'  to  end  it  all  with  ono 
plunpe  into  the  icy  flood.  Xnr  ha<l  hi«4  services 
ceasr<l  there.  He  luul  provided  for  hor,  found  a  place 
of  re^■t  for  her,  helped  her.  in  his  stron;^:  and  <iuiet 
way,  to  niako  somethinu;  o  of  ^  .rlf,  put  her  in  tho 
way  of  booominir  a  prood  woiu;.      .nco  more. 

Xo  ono  had  ever  spoken  (»  h  r  an  1-  She  had 
never    met    ono    like    him.      I  ear      had    gone 

out     to     hin:         She     had     1-  im     with     hor 

whole  soul.  ^\\Q  had  worshij  ,  .  rlie  ground  he 
had  walked  upon.  If  he  ha<l  kni  n  l.o  might  have 
meant  her.  If  ho  had  looked  lu  2:hf  have  recoir- 
nizcd  her  devotion.  The  book  ndgi  hav  W^^n  for 
her;   she   would  appropriate   it  to   i  ■'      nyway; 

by  right  of  the  truth  it  was  hers  for  *d  'meA 

him  best  of  all. 

Yet  the  love  she  bore  him  had  not  sei   •-c        ~v% 


88 


The  Hecordjt 


« 


her.  The  last  stnto  of  tho  wonmn  wan  worto  tlinn 
the  fIrMt.  Sh«?  lovid  him,  vt't  nhn  hud  Wen  wi-ak. 
Shn  had  tried— ()  (lod  Ii.»\v  nhe  had  tried! — ond  if 
who  had  fulled  it  hud  not  Imm-h  his  fault.  Hud  ho 
known  of  her  failure  it  would  have  ^rievd  him  to 
the  very  heart,  hut  she  hud  p)no  away  and  l.ft  no 
won!. 

"Ho  should  have  Uvn  mine!  He  wan  mine,  if 
love  f?ives  a  elaim!"  she  eried,  Btntehing  out  her 
handft  to  the  eold,  gray  elouds  hemiing  low  above  her 
head.  "  H  I  could  have  been  his  it  might  have  b<'en 
different.  He  did  not  know,  but  the  book  wan  for 
me.  There  is  no  other  can  feci  as  I.  Ho  was  life 
to  m'>,  salvation  to  me!" 

Stop!  There  hn<l  not  been  life  enough  in  her  love 
for  him  to  draw  her  away  from  the  body  of  death 
to  which  she  was  bound.  Her  lovo  had  not  been 
strong  enough  to  save  her  from  shame.  Whoever 
else  there  migiit  be,  whoever  else  might  claim  the 
words,  she  was  the  unworthiest  of  them  all.  The 
book  was  not  for  her.  She  hesitated  even  to  read  it, 
although  to  buy  it  had  taken  her  last  penny.  She 
knelt  down  on  the  wet  grass,  her  face  in  her  hands, 
but  could  form  no  petition.  She  could  not  even 
think  of  God,  for  she  tJiought  of  him. 

Yet  in  the  book,  all  unconsciously  it  may  be,  he 
had  solved  the  problem,  and  presently  one  woman  of 
the  five  read  and  understood,  a  peace  in  her  heart 
that  to  the  others  was  den:  ed. 
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THE  FIRST  ADVENTURE* 

The  family  were  enjoying  an  attack  of  tonsillitis. 
I  think  there  were  one  hundred  and  fifty  cases  dis- 
tributed throughout  the  hotel  in  which  we  were 
spending  the  summer,  but  we  got  more  than  our 
share  of  the  disease,  for  the  baby's  mother,  his  two 
sisters,  his  big  brother,  and,  most  unfortunate  of  all, 
even  his  nurse,  had  it.  And  they  all  had  it  prac- 
tically at  the  same  time,  too. 

He  and  I  escaped;  but  I  had  7u'm,  and  I  don't  know 
which  was  the  more  trying.  At  present  I  think  the 
baby  was— but  then,  I  have  never  had  the  tonsillitis. 
I  am  his  father.  I  didn't  have  a  happy  time  during 
that  epidemic,  for  so  many  people  were  ill  in  the  hotel 
at  the  same  time  that  there  was  no  way  of  getting  a 
trained  nurse  for  my  family,  and  I  had  to  attend  to 
them  and  the  baby  also.  We  turned  our  apartments 
into  an  infirmary,  with  the  exception  of  one  room  in 
which  the  baby  had  to  stay.  He  wasn't  a  little  baby; 
in  fact,  he  was  two  and  a  half  years  old,  solid  and 

•  By  courtesy  of  "St.  Nicholaa  Magazine." 
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.siil).stantial  for  his  a-o,  and,  though  I  do  sav  it  mv- 
.«clf,  l,e  was  an  unusually  active  and  intcllijrt'nt  child 
—how  active  I  never  .juite  realized  before. 

However,  as  it  turned  out,  the  first  daj  of  the 
tonsillitis  visitation  he  hadsprained  his  Hr,or  hurt  it 
in  some  way,  and  was  u.ud.le  to  walk.     He  had  to 
be  carried   everywhei-e.      In  passin^^   for  a  month 
after  this,  whenever  he  ^^ot  hzy  and  wanted  to  be 
cawK.d,"  his  th(,ughts  would  recur  to  the  halcyon 
sprained-le-  days  when  I  was  his  jjortcr,  and  the  leg 
would  suddenly  pain  him  a-ain!     Well,  at  the  time 
I  thou-ht  this  enforee.1  '•  immobilitv  "  was  a  terrible 
hardship-for   me-f<,r  he   was  a  *stout,  well-built 
heavy  youni-vter,  and  it  was  quite  a  job  to  "tote"' 
hnn  around  all  day  Ion-  e::eept  at  my  hourlv  vi.its 
to  the  sick  members  of  the  household  for  the  pur- 
pose of  administering  nauseous  medieine;  but  it  had 
Its  adv  .ntagcs,  as  I  afterwards  learned,  for  when  he 
was  put  down  anywhere  he  "  staved  put."    He  was 
very  careful  of  that  game  leg  of  his;  consequently, 
1  was  entirely  safe  in  leaving  him.     The  next  dav  it 
was  better  at  intervals-the  h^g,  I  mean,  and  so  were 
the  other  patients-but  he  still  required  a  good  deal 
of  carrymg;  and  as  he  gained  more  freedom  of  mo- 
tion, he  did  manage  to  get  into  some  mischief.     He 
was  not  up  to  his  capacity,  however.     The  third  day 
he  was  well.     The  tonsillitis  invalids  were  also  able 
to  take  their  own  medicine  without  mv  help.     As  I 
had  been  kept  in  the  house  with  that 'baby  for  two 
days,  I  thought  it  advisable  for  his  health  and  my 
own  comfort  to  get  outdoors. 
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The  liot(  1  fronlcd  on  a  beautiful  litth;  lake.  At 
the  foot  of  till'  blutf  upon  which  it  stood  was  a  boat- 
houso.  Like  all  Adirondack  boat-houses,  a  slopini; 
platform  ran  from  the  boat-raeks  into  and  under  the 
water.  Vou  put  your  boat  on  tlie  |)hitform,  shove 
it  oiF  yourself,  and  spring;  in  as  it  jrlides  away,  or 
you  fjet  in  first  and  someone  else  docs  the  shoving 
for  you.  The  baby  wanted  to  ,i;o  fishin";-.  He 
wasn't  an  expert  angler,  never  iiaviufi'  eaup;lit  any- 
thin^-,  althouu'h  he  fished  patiently  with  a  pin  hook 
and  twine  from  the  end  of  a  switch. 

Ilis  Ici^  had  become  well  with  astonishinfi^  sudden- 
ness, and  as  he  frisked  dovvn  the  path,  clinging  to 
my  hand,  he  seemed  as  active  as  ever.  I  had  dressed 
him — painfully,  it  must  be  admitted,  being  unused 
to  a  task  of  that  kind — in  his  best  suit  of  clothes.  I 
put  on  this  suit  partly  because  it  happened  to  be 
the  first  one  in  the  bureau  drawer.  I  got  the  boat 
out  with  the  assistance  of  the  boatman,  and  was  pre- 
paring to  enter  it,  when  the  baby  dropped  a  ball  he 
was  carrying.  It  rolled  down  the  platform  and 
slipped  into  the  water.  lie  darted  after  it.  Sqme- 
body  screamed  as  they  saw  him  plunge  forward.  I 
looked  up,  made  a  step  forward  and  clutched  him. 

You  can't  imagine  how  slippery  that  platform  was 
under  water.  I  never  dreamed  that  anything  made 
of  wood  could  be  so  sleek.  I  lifted  up  the  baby,  and 
made  a  frantic  effort  to  keep  my  balance.  In  vain! 
Out  went  my  feet,  and  down  we  both  went  sprawling. 
It  seemed  to  me  we  didn't  stop  until  we  had  shot 
twenty  feet  out  into  the  lake.     I  kept  tight  hold 
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of  the  baby,  who  was  now  yelling  at  the  top  of  hi8 
voice,  llti  kept  up  his  screaming  until  he  was  soused 
under.  Fortunately,  I  am  an  expert  swimmer,  and 
I  easily  lifted  him  out  of  the  water— at  least  his 
head— and  swam  around  to  the  landing-place  and 
scrambled  ashore. 

Then  he  began  roaring  again.  He  wasn't  the  onlv 
one  who  roared  either,  for  the  boat-house  was  filled 
with  people.  It  was  usually  emi)ty  at  that  hour  of 
the  morning,  but  on  this  particular  dav  it  seemed  to 
mo  that  everybody  in  the  hotel  was  there.  As  we 
climbed  out  they  roared,  to.^but  with  laughter. 
I  could  not  see  anythinrr  funny  then.  I  shook  the 
baby,  I'll  admit,  but— merely  to  shake  the  water  out 
of  him,  or  off  of  him,  of  course. 

"  What  are  you  crying  about?"  I  asked  desper- 
ately. 

The  cause  of  his  weeping  is  clear  to  me  now,  but 
at  the  time  it  was  inexplicable. 

"What  do  you  want?"  I  continued  as  there  was 
no  abatement  of  his  cries. 

"I  duss  want  to  be  excruged  for  fallin'  in  de 
water,"  he  sobbed  out  at  last. 

I  had  to  "  excruge  "  him  right  then  and  there  be- 
fore he  stopped  screaming.  Wet  and  bedraggled  we 
trailed  across  the  road  and  up  to  our  aparhnents. 
We  had  to  change  every  stitch  we  had  on.  Having 
recovered  from  this  impromptu  bath  we  started  out 
on  our  original  expedition,  our  first  failure  only  mak- 
ing the  baby  more  determined. 

This    time    we    entered    the    boat    without    any 
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mishap,  I  rowed  out  into  tlio  lake,  and  tho 
youngster  cast  his  line  and  bc^'an.  I  liad  a 
book,  tho  day  was  pleasant,  and  I  sat  readinir, 
glancing  at  him  occasionally  to  seo  that  he  didn't  get 
into  mischief.  lie  was  (juite  content  to  tish  there 
for  hours  without  any  result.  He  had  the  true  spirit 
of  Izaak  Walton  in  him,  I  think,  and  when  he  was 
fishing  was  the  only  time  in  his  life  that  he  renuiined 
still  and  kept  quiet,  so  I  encouraged  the  pastime. 
The  boat  drifted  slowly  along,  the  absorbed  angler 
watching  his  hook.  Suddenly  I  heard  an  excited 
scream  from  the  stern-sheets.  The  small  bov  had 
risen  and  was  dancing  frantically  up  and  down  on 
the  scat,  holding  his  fishing-pole  with  Ix.th  hands, 
yelling,  "  I  dot  a  fis'!  I  dot  a  fis'!" 

It  was  somewhat  of  a  problem  whether  he  had 
"  dot  a  fis'  "  or  the  "  fis'  "  had  "  dot  "  him;  but  be- 
fore I  could  take  in  the  fact  that  the  line  was  taut 
as  a  wire  and  the  young  angler  was  holding  on  des- 
perately, he  pitched  wildly  overboard.  I  made  a 
hasty  movement  to  save  him  and,  by  ill-luck,  over- 
turned tho  cranky  boat.  I  caught  him  by  the  leg 
just  he  went  dcwn  again,  fearing  lest  the  fish, 
whici.  seemed  as  strong  as  a  whale,  might  tow  him 
across  the  lake. 

As  I  said  before,  I  was  a  good  swimmer,  even  with 
my  clothes  on.  This  was  a  second  time  that  dav  I 
had  a  chance  to  display  my  prowess  in  the  water. 
The  baby  didn't  cry  this  time.  The  true  spirit  of 
the  sportsman  was  in  him.  He  just  shut  his  little 
teeth  and  hung  on  to  that  rod  with  two  chubby  little 
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fists.  I  swam  to  the  boat,  tossod  him  upon  the  bot- 
tom of  it,  aiul  then  starti-d  to  push  tlu'  boat  to  iho 
shore.  The  baby  never  let  jjo  of  his  prize,  but  kept 
on  exclaiming:  "  I  dot  a  tin' I" 

Meanwhile  some  one  from  the  shore  rowed  out  and 
towed  us  in.  We  furnished  a  good  deal  of  amuse- 
ment for  the  hotel  that  da  v.  People  apparently  ex- 
pected something  to  happen  to  us,  for  a  larger  crowd 
than  before  was  at  the  boat-house  as  we  landed.  Mv 
thoughts  were  too  deep  for  utterance,  and  all  the 
baby  did  was  to  hold  up  his  pole  proudly  and  draw 
attention  to  the  fish  dangling  from  the  end  of  it. 
That  fish  was  about  three  inches  long. 

"  I  taught  him;  I  taught  dat  fis'!"  he  said  to  the 
assemblage,  his  voice  shrill  with  excitement.  "  I 
duss  hooked  him,  an'  I  didn't  let  go,  and  my  papa 
holded  me  up." 

It  was  an  eflFective  speech,  if  I  may  judge  by  the 
results.  I  have  thought  since  that  he  would  make 
a  capital  comedian,  if  the  chief  function  of  a  come- 
dian is  to  make  people  laugh. 

Well,  we  made  another  trip  to  our  apartments  and 
changed  our  clothes  a  second  time.  It  was  Monday, 
and  two  weeks'  laundry  had  just  gone.  Our  stock 
of  clothes  therefore,  was  running  rather  low.  I 
think  my  son  seemed  to  have  the  faculty  of  getting 
more  rumpled  and  mussed  when  I  had  him  in  charge 
than  he  ordinarily  did  when  accompanied  by  his 
nurse.  We  got  our  dinner,  and  proceeded  to  go 
fortli  in  search  of  more  amusement. 

This  time  vre  walked.    I  had  had  enough  of  the 
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water,  for  that  «lay  at  least;  so  we  .stro)le<l  around 
the  foot  of  tlio  lake,  toward  the  howling  alley  whieli 
was  on  the  other  side.  I  luul  an  engagement  with 
•  •no  of  the  guests  for  a  bowling  tnateh  that  afti-rnoon. 
'I'he  baby  enjoyed  going  there.  lie  had  the  free 
range  of  the  plaee,  so  long  as  he  kept  off  the  alleys, 
and  he  usually  had  great  fun  plaving  with  the  little 
balls. 

The  only  people  bowling  that  afternoon  were  thfs 
man  and  myself.  The  other  alleys  were  free.  The 
baby  played  in  these  empty  alleys,  rolling  the  little 
balls  around,  and  almost  every  time  he  rolled  a  ball 
he  slipped  and  fell  on  the  polished  floor.  So  long, 
however,  as  he  did  not  fall  heavily  enough  to  hurt 
himself  we  paid  no  especial  attention  to  him,  but 
kept  on  with  our  game.  Consequently  we  didn't 
notice  h'.i  absence  until  we  heard  a  fearful  howl  from 
the  adjoining  room. 

We  dashed  into  the  room,  which  was  used  as  a 
locker  room,  beyond  which  lay  the  shower  baths. 
Ho  was  in  the  middle  of  the  big  square  shower — 
one  of  those  things  with  many  pipes  which  throw  the 
water  at  you  from  all  directions.  It  was  so  arranged 
tliat  one  swing  of  a  lever  opened  every  one  of  them, 
lie  had  wandered  in  there  and  had  pulled  the  lever. 
They  were  all  going  hard.  That  infant  was  seated 
on  the  floor  in  the  middle  of  the  shower,  the  water 
streaming  upon  him  in  every  possible  direction.  It 
was  lucky  none  of  it  w  is  hot  water  it  being  summer. 

He  may  have  been  weeping, — of  course  we  could 
not  tell  the  water  from  tears  under  the  circumstances, 
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— hut  his  liini::  power  had  not  hoon  •liminishrd  hv  lii^ 
r'.\I)h»its  of  the  (hiy,  and  he  was  sorpuniin^  lustily  for 
help. 

Uoally  it  was  an  extraordinarily  funny  si^ht,  'uid 
1  am  ashamed  to  say  my  friend  and  I  lau<,died.  A.s 
Moon  as  we  oould  recover  ours(dvcs  n  little,  1  direetod 
that  hahy  to  oomo  out.  He  was  usunllv  an  oheclient 
child,  hut  either  he  didn't  hear  m<'  or  ho  was  too 
wared  to  come  forth;  eertaitdy  he  didn't  heed  my 
commands. 

lie  sat  there  ns  solid  as  a  pyramid,  the  water 
streaming  down  upon  him.  Threats,  commands,  ap- 
j)eals  were  alike  useless.  There  was  no  hcdp  for  it: 
I  myself  had  to  turn  that  water  off  and  p't  him.  Tho 
contndling  lever  was  heiiind  him.  It  wa.s  too  far  for 
me  to  reach  in  and  turn  it  off;  I  had  to  go  in.  ^ly 
laughter  ceased  rather  suddenly,  but  my  incon- 
siderate friend  continued  to  see  the  humor  of  tho 
situation  with  even  more  force  than  before.  The 
way  lie  laughed  was  exasperating! 

W(dl,  there  was  no  use  waiting  any  longer.  In 
I  plunged  boldly,  found  the  lever,  turned  off  tho 
water,  took  that  infant,  and  started  home.  It  was 
a  triumphal  march  we  made  through  the  village, 
around  the  end  of  the  lake,  back  to  the  hotel.  I 
never  knew  until  that  day  how  many  of  the  guests 
were  accustomed  to  take  walks  through  that  wood- 
land path.    And  they  were  so  interested  in  us,  too. 

*^What,  again  >"  ^ 

"  How  many  times  does  this  make? " 

*'  "Well,  you  are  certainly  fond  of  the  water! 
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"  Wliv  tli.n't  voii  m-t,  a  liatliiii;;  >uit  T' 
"  Or  a  nil)lMr  vnnti" 

"  1  «liclarc  "  (tliin  fi„Mi  x.mc  iM>.?Ii.rU-  «>M  ladlrs), 
"  it's  a  .•^haiiic  to  treat  a  hah.v  so!  " 

"  IK-  i-n't  fit  to  hv  trusted  witii  a  child,  an v way." 
"  Wlun  '.s  flio  poor  thing's  iii..tlu'r^  " 
Such  were  some  of  the  conunentH  of  tho.se  unfeel- 
ing: people. 

I  took  that  youn<r  man  up  to  our  ai)artnientis  for 
the  third  time  that  day,  and  this  time  put  him  to 
bed.  He  hadn't  .said  a  word  to  me  during'  our  in- 
terci^tinf!;  walk  home,  and  he  did  not  until  I  was  tuck- 
ing him  under  the  sheets,  there  to  remain  while  some 
of  his  wanlrobe  was  dryin<r.  Then,  as  I  bent  over 
him,  looking  as  stern  and  ine.\«)rable  and  jlispisted 
as  a  man  could  well  look  who  had  underpme  such 
mishaps,  he  reached  up  his  little  arms,  drew  my  head 
toward  him,  and  whispered: 

"Are  you  mad,  papa^     'Cause  if  you're  mad,  I 
duss  want  to  be  exeruged: 

After  that  I  had  to  ''  excruge  "  him  again.     My  I 
but  I  was  glad  when  night  came. 

The  next  day  the  uurse  was  able  to  assume  her 
responsibilities  once  more,  and  I  cheerfully  relin- 
quished that  delectable  infant  into  her  keeping.  I 
have  a  great  respect  for  that  nurse,  she  managed 
him  so  easily — a  most  remarkable  young  woman, 
indeed!  I  never  appreciated  what  a  necessary  ad- 
junct to  the  family  happiness  and  safety  she  was. 
And  1  earnestly  trust  that  if  the  family  is  again  laid 
low  by  tonsillitis,  its  attacks  will  come  "  piecemeal  " 
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niul  nlwny»  loavo  frco  nt  \ca«t  one  member  moro 
skilled  than  I  to  undertake  the  care  of  tbi»  very  dear 
but  very  Htrenuouu  younguter. 


I 


n 

THE  SECOND   ADVENTURE* 

The  baby  ilid  not  go  alone,  of  course.  Xol  He 
was  too  young  to  do  that,  bring  only  tliree  and  a  half 
years  old  at  this  time.  .lini  and  1  we*  t  with  him. 
Ho  took  us,  or  we  took  him,  I  <lon'  know  which 
exactly,  neither  does  ,Iim;  anyway,  it  oes  not  matter 
very  much — we  all  three  went  together,  and  in  spite 
of  the  baby's  mother  I  I  think  the  mother  wanted 
very  much  to  go  along,  so  did  Mrs.  Jim,  and  the  littlo 
girl,  and  the  maids,  but  we  really  could  not  take 
everybody,  you  see;  we  had  to  draw  the  lino  some- 
where, so  we  drew  it  at  the  ladies.  "  1  dest  want  to 
do  wif  de  men."  said  the  baby  proudly,  and  as  it  was 
preeminently  his  own  particular  fishing  excursion, 
we  had  to  humor  him,  of  course. 

Jim — he  is  forty-seven  years  old,  if  he  is  a  day! — 
was  very  fond  of  the  baby,  and  it  was  not  his  baby 
either,  it  was  mine.  I  don't  usually  call  the  baby 
"  it,"  seeing  that  he  is  a  little  boy,  but  that  time  it 
seemed  more  grammatical  to  do  so. 

But  where  w^as  I?  Oh,  yes,  talking  about  Jim! 
Jim — he  had  other  names  than  thnt,  of  course,  big, 
handsome,  grown-up  names  like  you  sec  in  story- 

*  By  courtesy  of  "  Lippincott's  UaguiDC." 
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boolu — bad  a  (Uliitit(  aiul  huntin;^  Imlgo  in  the  n>  iin- 
tiiiiiii  uf  Mitim-iMitu,  not  fur  from  the  Mii^MiK^ppi 
IJiver.  Wo  all  miilt'd  tlowu  the  river  with  the  h*Uy 
in  u  littlr  Htern-wluM'leil  uteainlwat  called  the  I  V- 
clone!  And  it  wum  the  tuniOMt,  quietest  eyelone  I  wm* 
ever  caught  in  out  \V(»j«t.  It  wum  very  plruitant  up  i  > 
the  pilot-huuM',  and  being  and  old  nailor  tiiv*e|f,  tht 
captain  let  me  steer  the  bout  while  the  inJ  Jits 

and  ^Irs.  Jim  and  .Hm'n  little  girl  ai  .<  Imby's 
mothrr  and  the  n>aid«  all  ate  peanuti*!  ate  five 

large  bags  too.  The  baby  wanted  to  »**■  thff  sjoaI 
himself,  but  we  pe  .-.uaded  him  to  »*5«*  ,.4  pea»w*a 
instead. 

The  lodge — they  called  it  Brook  Uxlge-  w;  a 
uiOHt  delightfn'  ^?ice.  There  was  a  I'vg  h<»*e  f-^r 
the  grown-ups,  w.  >  men's  side  a  n*\  a  w  mJiaUi's 
side,  separated  by  a  curtain  whicli  was  t\  kt  i  U|» 
during  the  day.  It — the  cabin,  t'  a  ifr  -k.  .ght 
sleeping-berths  in  it,  two  in  each  irner.  <)i  •  ikbav^ 
the  other,  like  a  Pullman  car,  and  in  th<  »*'  )f  it 
was  a  huge  rock  fireplace.  There  wa»  anof  log 
cabin  for  the  child  'n  and  the  maids, — the  feab;.  »Iept 
there, — and  still  r  jther  house  for  a  kitchei  ,  named 
the  Waldorf-Astoria.  The  dining-room  was  made 
out  of  wire  screens  bolted  together,  with  *  canva=, 
roof  over  it;  there  was  an  ice-house,  a  stable,  and  so 
on;  and  the  bath-room  was  a  tent  with  a  real  tin  tub 
in  it  on  a  board  floor. 

It  was  quite  dark  when  we  drove  up  to  the  place, 
and  we  all  had  to  work  very  hard  for  awhile  opening 
the  cabins,  preparing  supper,  building  fires,  carrying 
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w«l..r,  m„l  K..ti,nK  r..„,l.v  f.,r  tl,..  .ukI.,.    Ji,,,  b..li..v,..l 
W  «vi.rvlH„|y  „,,rki„^.     ,.;,.,„  „,„  ^__,_^,  ^^  ^^ 

run  .r.,„„.|  ,.v,.rv„l„.r..  ,,,,.|  b..«,..|  ,|,..  j„i^,,„  „„,| 
.1.1...     A.  for  I,..,  I  |,r„„Kl„  i„  ,.,,.,„,..,„  |„        I. 

for  the  .,.•..-„  ,iu„«  I  i.„,i  „o.  „,„,..,„.,.i  .i„,,. ,  „.;;. 

«  I'oy  „„,|  |,„.l  ,„  ,lo  .lionv.  „i  home. 

.  !'"•  ''"'«"; '  ""  "'<•  '"I'  "f  "  liiKl.  lull  oov..r..J 

w.il.  tr-..»,  „l,u.|,  1,„,,,„  „.„|  ,„  ,„.  ,;,„,,,,.,,  ^.,__^ 

lir-.  vul.'v,  ,„..,;  ,l,ro,„,|.  „„,|.  ,„.  „„,„  „,„  ^  ,.„|^, 

l.rook  hll,.,l  >v„K  t„l,.   11,..  whol,.  |,l..,..,„.,„  ,„rro„„,|..,| 
U-..I.  .„.„„,.,„„-,  „„,1  ,„„  „„.„,  „„.,.  ,„„|  f__^,__^  ^^^_ 

■"""■"^"»  "'l'^!  W..  -oul,!  .....  „,  br„vvu  wlu.at- 
..•.-  o„  ,,....„.,„.  ri...  b„l,v  l,„,|  o„„«|„  j,,.,  „„„ 
-.1.  arv  „,1,  ,„  .,„  |,i,  ,i,.,,    .,.,,„,  „,_,,  ,,^  „u.  A.|ir„„. 

<la.-k,  t ,..  y<...r  l„.f„re.    ![..  ..„,„i„,.,  ,„..  I,,,,,,  „,,•„,  ,„.. 

...  .t  uh..„  ,..  ..„„^.|,t  it,  „„.l  l„.  r™,..,„lK.r...|  „l„„t  i. 

«n,l  ttan.wl  lo  ,l„  it  „p,in-^al..|,  fi,l,,  I  „„.„„    , 

.•ap.,..;  n  1,,.,,,   „f  ,.„,.r«.;  that  part,  lu-  ,ii.l  „„t  lik.  a 
1.  no„lu.r  ,l„l    !    So  Ji,.,  „,,„  „.„,  ,„..  „i..,,t  f..„„„ 

to  takr  1„,„  fi,l|i„j;  i„  „„,  ,„„„i„^.  ' 

That  morni„R  i,  rai 1  „„.or  ,„w  it  rain  cat,- 

a..d-doRs,  1„„  if  i,  ever  .lid  „r  ca„l,l  rain  eats-and- 
doss,  I  a...  snre  it  wonl.l  have  ,lone  it  then  The 
hahy  «-.n,  ,„i.,.rubl..;  so  were  w...  It  |„„k..,l  as  ,ho„.-h 
.t  wo„l,l  ra.n  forever.  We  wante.l  ,o  take  hi,,,  any- 
way.  ra.n  „r  no  rain,  hnt  the  l.aby',  „,o,her  -ai.l  no. 
N.0  p„i  h..r  foot  .lown  too  when  she  sai.l  it.  The 
bal.y  s  ,„otl,er'.s  foot  i.,  „„all,  but  the  babv  and  I 
nave  loarnr"*]  tl-"*  M-h-r-  ;*  ^  .       ^ 

^'"^  ■•^^'^■^'  i^  «'^mc-s  down  it  covers  all 
the  necessary  territory.     So  we  had  to  amuse  our- 
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M»lvei»  th«'  Im'sI  wn.v  vv.«  nmld  Iw-fun*  tin*  loij  firrH  in 
tlit*  c'ubtiM,  pruviii;;  tuul  hiipiii;^  tin*  ruin  woulil  imum-. 
M(uti\vliil(>  \\v  hiMiitl  «Miri«<lv»'!*  bv  ^cttiiif;  t- very  tiling 
nuily  in  vti*v  it  I'vcr  (li)l  cKur. 

Sun-  f>n<Mi^)i,  ul  aluait  thno  oVKm-U  tin*  rain  iit  lu«t 
itto|)|M'«l.  1 1  wu-*  cold  and  dump;  tlu'  ^ky  rcniaincd 
ovcrc'usk  und  tlirt-affninf;;  {\\v  wood**,  the  Hid»l-»,  and 
t'»|K'cia'Iy  iht'  wivmIm  and  ^ra^M  IxmKrin^'  the  hntoks 
'.vi're  iMiukinuf  wc»t;  and  the  brook'*  tlu-nitclvp!*  wire 
fnll  to  oviTtlowin^f  witli  <lark,  muddy  wahr.  Tin* 
prosptrtH  for  ^ood  li««liin^,  tlu'rtfori',  were  not  l)ril- 
Hunt,  rnfortiinatidy,  \v<'  ronid  only  fprml  on*-  day 
at  i\\v  lodm',  j^o  \v«'  had  to  p»  ti-ihin^  thin  or  \U)\  at 
all.  I»«'.sidc'H,  we  pally  \vanti«l  fo  p> — to  takf  him, 
that  i.s.  So  we  lK'ji;j;«'<i  tlu'  liaby*.s  nioflu-r, — at  h'af*t 
wo  pot  Mrs.  .lim  to  do  it  f<>r  iif*. — and  at  hint  siio 
said  wo  mi^ht  take  him,  althougli  she  knew  it  would 
be  the  (h'ath  of  him. 

Wo  fixod  him  up  for  tho  oc{'a>ion  with  proat  care. 
Wo  did  not  wir^h  to  kill  tho  baby  booaiiH*'  wo — ho,  I 
mean — wanted  to  p)  tishinjr-  A  pair  of  rubber  boots 
bolonpnp  to  Jim*!*  little  ^irl  were  brou^iit  out.  Tho 
baby  eyed  them  dubiously  while  the  rest  of  us  smiled. 
"  You  won't  laugh  at  me,  nuuuma,"  ho  said  ner- 
vou  y,  *' w'en  I  dot  'em  on  me,  will  you?"  Tho 
baby,  like  most  person-, — njale  persons,  that  is, — 
objected  to  beinir  lautrhed  at.  The  boots  came  up  to 
his  middle  nearly.  Wo  covered  his  overcoat  with  an 
old  blue  sweater,  too  ]arn:e  for  him,  which  came  down 
to  his  boots,  and  then  we  put  one  of  Jim's  old  caps 
on  bis  head.     lie  looked  so  funnv  when  he   was 
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into  the  rain-barX"'  fn     !"    "'"  ""'''''  "'«'  '""Sh 
'•avc  his  feeling"  L;  'Z  "  T"  *"■"  """"  -^ 

»n<l  I  did  not  langl,       Ve  1  «'"""-"I«-    Jim 

«ork.    So  wa«  the  baby     ^-'V"?"'  "'  "■"•  '"""li- 

I>uri„g  the  day  we  l^d        '  '''"'"''  ''"''^  »-"  W™. 

?ue3t,o„  of  transportation.    Th"  ^'-t  ""',"f '"  '"  "'« 

in  those  boots,  or  tbrouL-1,  >\  '  ''""'''  "°'  «'>"' 

'"•<'  to  earry  Lim      ,  "'"  "■"'*  "i"'"-    Wo 

v.uiiy  nun,  that  was  corhiJn      t; 

'"'/■e  take  hin.  in  a  barrel      U,,','"  ""«*'?•«'' 
Daly's  mother  saij  that  „•       i        ,  ""  "'"i  »•'« 

not.    So  Jin,  hunted  "'"■''•  ''"'  ""  "'""Kl't 

an  nl,l     -1  '  "  '^■'""■ntbarrel  ar,l  r  K  • 

an  old  sailor,  nmdo  a  rone  ,li„„  „.,•„  7    ',    ''  ^'  '"""6 

to  ear.-y  the  barrel.  *"  '"'" ''""'"?«  '"  it 

•'.e'baW^il^'th'eTaif  ::J^"'  """  """  ''  ^  '".,., 

"aol.  seisin,  a  handle       ^^t^Z  T'"  ?'"^''  """ 
-"ole  family  ,„„t,.„^  ;    --^^  off  <iow„  the  hill,  the 

very  donbtfui  about  the  barre      T  ^^^^  '"" 

aoon  found,  and  as  the  babvl  7"  '°°  '''"''  ™ 

I'oad-he  is  a  yery  larL  b     ^T'"'"''  P"'  '«  •"» 
wliole  contrivane7j;trhL    '^';  '""^  '"^'""-"'<'        ' 
''^vv,  and  I„„hed    o  „„d  f      r\<'^'=''<'^dl.y  top- 
dipped  and  stumbled  down  H      •"  ^"'^'"^""■^'  as  we 
wonder  he  waT  „„,         ,  T"'''' "''* '''"•    It  is  a 
Piuckv,  howeyer,  and  hetdr\  '"'^   ""'''  -- 
""t  -I.en  we  read:,  t L  bo  torn",        '"r'  *'^''"-^' 
«rokenIy  between  swings  '^"""'"''^'^  "l-^ 

••I«s  barrel  makes  me'awshulsiek!" 
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It  was  enough  to  make  an  old  sailor  like  myself 
seasick,  I  guess.  So  we  took  him  oiif.  Away  up  at 
the  top  of  the  hill  the  ladies,  who  could  see  us  quite 
plainly,  were  yelling: 

"  We  told  you  so!  " 

But  we  did  not  pay  any  attention  to  them  then,  as 
you  may  imagine. 

After  that  one  of  us  carried  the  j>aby  pickaback, 
while  the  other  one  carried  the  barrel,  the  rod,  the 
bait,  and  the  other  things.     We  took  turns  carrying 
the  baby;  he  was  the  heaviest,  althou.c-h  the  barrel 
and  the  other  things  were  moat  awkward  to  handle. 
Jim  carried  the  baby  most  of  the  time.     He  hasn't 
had  so  many  babies  to  carry  as  I  have  and  it  was  more 
of  a  novelty  to  him  than  to  me,  so  I  let  him  gladly. 
You  have  no  idea  how  heavy  that  baby  got  before  we 
reached  the  creek.    I  never  knew  before  that  a  child's 
weight  could  increase  so  greatly  in  so  short  a  time.  It 
seeme '  a  long  time  too. 

Well,  we  reached  what  looked  like  a  good  place 
for  fishing  at  last.  AVe  stood  the  baby  down  in  the 
grass  te  .porarily,  and  while  Jim  baited  the  hook 
I  fixed  our  famous  fishing-barrel  as  close  to  the 
water's  edge  as  possible,  so  as  to  make  a  nice,  dry, 
convenient  place  for  the  baby  to  fish  from.  Then 
I  sat  down  in  the  wet  grass  and  held  the  barrel  by  the 
rope  handle  to  keep  it  from  sliding  into  the  creek. 
Then  Jim  put  the  baby  in  the  barrel,  handed  him  tlie 
small  rod,  and  proceeded  to  give  him  his  first  lesson. 

The  bao^»  was  an  apt  pupil.     In  about  ten  seconds 
he  got  a  fierce  bite.     Ho  pulled  frantically,  and  out 
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of  the  water  came  a  big  .sucker  about  a  foot  longi 
I  don't  know  which   wu.s  the  more   surprised,   the 
sucker  or  the  baby.     The  infant  yelled  like  mad  and 
dropped   the  rod.      We  did  not  know  ju«t  why  he 
yelled— fear  or  excitement,  perhaps  both.     Anyway 
Jim  grabbed  the  pole  and  1  grabbed  him  with  one 
hand,  so  we  did  not  all  slide  into  the  brook  then 
U  e  gave   the  baby   the   pole  again  and   he  finally 
landed  the  fish  high  and  dry  on  the  bank.    As  it  lay" 
flapping  and  wriggling  in  the  grass  he  eved  it  glee- 
fully   and   shouted   and   screamed    and   clapped   his 
hands  v.xth  triumphant  joy.     We  did  too.     It  was  as 

much     lun    as    going-to-the-eircus-uith-the-children 
used  to  be. 

We  all  made  so  much  noise  over  this  first  capture 
at  that  place  that  there  was  no  use  in  trying  it  there 
any  longer,  so  we  iinnooked  the  fish,  put  it  in  the 
fishing  bag  slung  over  the  baby's  shoulder,  and 
started  off  again. 

This  time  we  found  a  likely  trout-hole.     We  were 
most  anxious  to  have  the  baby  catch  a  trout,  if  pos- 
sible.    So  we  fixed  things  as  before  and  cautioned 
him  to  be  very  quiet,  as  trout  do  not  like  noise.    He 
nas  as  still  as  a  mouse  after  we  got  him  planted  in 
his  barrel  again,  rod  in  hand.     It  was  a  bad  day  for 
trout,  but  we  almost  had  one,  at  least  we  thought  so 
when  the  baby  suddenly  broke  the  exciting  silence' 
by  a  fearsome  howl! 

^    "  Sh-sh-sh!  "  I  said,  but  the  howling  only  increased 
in  volume. 
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What's  the  maticr?  "  asked  Jim. 


..*&**>#  > 


f%3^mr^^^mMm^.  m 


The  Baby's  Adventures  and  Mine    105 


"  Dis  fi.sh  is  l.itin'  me  in  do  stuinniick!  "  wailed  tho 
baby,  poir.tini,^  to  the  bu^r,  which  had  slipped  around 
H)  that  it  hun^-  beforo  his  waist-band.  Tho  fish  ho 
lia.l  caught  a.,.l  phiccd  in  the  ba^^  had  suddenly  com- 
menced wri-^h-n^s  which  had  scared  the  *(,unff  angler 
out  of  his  wits.    Of  course,  we  lost  that  trout. 

We  explained  matters  and  quieted  him  down.  In 
tho  middle  of  it  all  he  p^ot  another  bite,  droi,ped  tho 
rod,  and  away  it  went.  Jim  ^^ot  it,  he  also  ^ot  very 
wet,  but  when  the  baby  pulled  out  his  second  fish, 
another  sucker,  he  said  ho  did  not  mind  it— getting 
wet,  I  mean. 

Well,  we  fisluHl  the  brook  for  about  five  miles, 
more  or  less,  and  the  baby  cau-ht  one  sucker  per 
mile.  The  last  effort  was  attended  by  several  cir- 
cumstances of  an  unusual  and  dramatic  nature. 

The  bank  of  the  creek  was  everywhere  very  slip- 
pery and  the  standing-ground  very  narrow.  I  planted 
my  heels  in  the  ooze  and  sat  down  with  my  back 
against  the  bank,   holding  the  barrel  between  my 
knees,  on  one  of  which  Jim  cahnly  and  recklessly  sat 
down.     They  ^vere  all  depending  upon  me,  you  see. 
In  the  excitement  of  catching  the  last  fish  something 
gave  way,  my  feet  slipped;  how  it  ever  happened  I 
cannot  explain— of  course  it  was  the  babv's  fault, 
since  he  brought  us  fishing.     Anyway,  we  all  fell  in! 
Ihat  is,  Jim  and  I  did.      As   we  slipped   wo  both 
desperately  caught  ;tt  the  barrel  and  lifted  it  clear 
of  the  water.     The  baby  gallantly  hung  on  to  the 
edge   with   one   hand   and  with   th 
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again  ho  calmly  ivniarkod  to  his  two  faithful  servi- 
tors— Jim  and  I,  you  know— standing  breast  high 
in  the  ice-cold  water  above  our  waists. 

'Mdot  anudder  fish!" 

Inasmuch  as  the  Hsh  had  been  flapping  in  our  faces 
for  the  last  half  minute,  we  were  quite  aware  of  the 
fact. 

We  put  the  baby,  still  in  his  barrel,  back  on  the 
bank  again,  clambered  out  of  the  brook  slowly,  sadly 
sat  down  by  the  barrel  and  emptied  the  water  out  of 
our  long  wading-boots  and  looked  plaintively  at  the 
young  fisherman.     He  was  a  wise  baby  indeed.     I 
said  before  that  he  was  large-headed  and  brainy.    He 
returned  our  mournful  and   beseeching  gaze  with 
interest  and  at  last  remarked  gravely: 
"  I  dess  I'll  do  home  now.    I  had  anush." 
We  too  had  "  anush."     So  we  carried  him  back 
over  the  hills  and  through  the  fields  and  far  away— 
awfully  "  far  away,"  by  the  way— till  we  reached  the 
lodge  again.     There  he  was  received,  with  his  six 
suckers  and  his  two  servitors,  vnth.  open  arms  by  his 
mother  and  by  Mrs.  Jim,  and  by  the  little  girl  and  all 
the  rest.    I  guess  they  were  glad  they  had  not  gone 
along  \,hen  they  saw  us. 

The  next  morning  was  bright  and  sunny.  We  had 
an  hour  or  two  at  our  disposal  before  the  time  for 
leaving  came.  We  dressed  him  up  as  before  and 
"  kodaked  "  him.  That  baby  wanted  to  go  fishing 
again,  but  this  time  we  demurred.  As  I  said  before, 
we  had  had  "  anush  "  to  last  us  for  some  time— and  it 
■wj'as  Sunday,  anj'Tray. 
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A  ROMANCE  OF  TUB  MOUNTAINS* 


It 


Ho  was  an  artist;  she  was  a  dreamer;  both  were 
poets.  Tliey  were  alone  toprether  on  tlie  roof  of  tho 
world,  above  them  nothing  but  heaven,  bei  ath  them 
all  of  tho  earth. 

"  There,"  the  gnide  had  said,  "  you  c'n  see  for 
yourself.  That's  the  summit.  It's  tho  hiirhest  p'int 
in  the  range." 

"  Wo  would  rather  go  forward  alone;  i  know  tho 
place,"  said  the  man,  as  the  mountaineer  made  as 
if  to  show  them  the  way. 

"Jest  as  you  like,"  returned  the  other.  "Be 
careful  of  the  cliff  on  the  far  side.  I'll  go  down  to 
the  camp,  an'  me  an'  my  wife'll  git  the  things  ready 
fer  the  night." 

There  was  a  great  contrast  between  the  two  left 
on  the  crest.  Xot  in  height,  for  he  was  but  slightly 
above  the  middle  size,  and  she  but  slightly  beneath 
him  as  they  stood  side  by  side.  But  ho  was  all 
strength  and  vigor,  like  the  splendid  canvases  he 
painted,  while  she  was  all  delicacy  and  grace,  like 
the  visions  she  saw^,  the  dreams  she  dreamed. 

•By  courtesy  of  "  The  Twentieth  Centary  Home." 
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Witljout  his  uici,  «ho  would  never  have  mastercl 
the  uhn.>«t  insurinojintahle  ditticultios  of  the  lonrlv 
mountain.  It  was  tlie  guide's  part,  as  a  rule,  t'.. 
help  the  woman,  hut  ho  had  jcalou.slj  reserved  that 
privilege  for  himself.  His  hand  had  led  her  upward. 
She  dreamcHl  and  prayed,  he  hoped  and  determined, 
that  .so  it  should  he  for  life. 

The  way  was  easy  now,  but  the  habit  of  the  morn- 
ing nestled  her  hand  in  his  as  they  stepped  over 
the  broken  rock  toward  the  pinnacle  on  the  summit. 
The  mountain,  precipitous  on  all  sides,  rose  to  a  point 
where  it  frontoti  the  west,  like  the  great  bow  of  a 
mighty  ship  cleaving  an  ocean  of  air.    Thenco  it  fell 
away  in  a  sheer  sweep  of  cleft  rock,  until  the  preci- 
pice was  lost  in  the  pine  trees  a  thousand  feet  below. 
Ho  had  been  there  often  before  ond  was  familiar 
with  the  scene.    It  was  at  his  insistence  that  she  had 
essayed  the  difficult  and  dangerous  task.     He  had 
brought  her  there  with  deep  and  serious  purpose. 
There  was  one  spot  which  lacked  but  her  presence  to 
be  to  him  the  vertex  of  the  world— the  universe, 
even;  and  thither,  with  steps  of  increasing  slowness,' 
and  with  a  deepening  gravity  of  port  and  mien,  as 
one  approaches  with  bated  breath  the  realization  of  a 
cherished  hope,  grasps  at  the  embodiment  of  a  pre- 
'  ious  dream,  he  led  her.    Hand  in  hand  thev  stepped 
unto  it,  and  "God  He  knoweth  how  blythe  they 
were." 

At  the  very  apex  of  the  point,  wind  or  weather, 
rain  or  sun,  heat  or  cold,  or  mayhap  the  hand  of  God, 
had  sc  )oped  out  a  little  hoUow  in  the  old  Laurentian 
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rock — fiwt  of  ull  the  eurth'rt  Hurfarc  to  lift  \U  liia.l 
abovt'  the  vaxty  (Uop  in  tin-  \\<»ri«r.-<  niMruin;;.  It  wa.s 
tho  oldoHt.  and  ^'rcatcMt  of  ail  <>arflily  thrones.  '|"lio 
roc'k  (Ifsccndi'd  in  a  ft-w  natural  ntcp^  and  tlh  a 
uproacl  out  tiatly  in  front  of  tlu;  pinna  •!(«  for  a  few 
ft'C't,  before  it  fell  t*heer  awjiy  in  tin-  swlniinin;; 
abysm,  with  plung(!  and  depth  ai>pallin^'  to  the  ntout- 
C8t  heart. 

Tenderly,  daintily,  with  eourtesy,  wiilj  roveronoo 
and  worship— for  lie  loved  her — he  led  her  there. 
Ill'  enthroned  her  in  that  reijal  ehair  .)f  the  aires, 
then  stepped  baek  niM)n  the  di/zy  ver^^e  and  turned 
and  looked  at  her.  From  one  of  hist  temperament 
the  action  was  in  itself  a  compliment,  tho  force  of 
which  could  not  be  misunderstood. 

Before  her  lay  unrolled  such  a  panorama  as  <loe3 
not  often  delight  human  vision.  Tho  mountain  was 
in  the  center  of  a  vast  crescent  of  mi/^hty  peaks  only 
less  exalted  than  itself.  Broken  ranges  of  sli^^htly 
less  altitude  sprang:  irregularly  from  the  great  semi- 
circle, diminishing  miles  away  in  softly  rounded  hills, 
that  lost  themselves  in  level  vistas  of  distant  plains. 
Valleys  inaccessible,  unseen,  their  very  existence  not 
dreamed  of  except  by  those  who  overlooked  them 
from  above,  lay  at  her  feet. 

The  sunlight  of  the  west  in  splendor,  though  fad- 
ing in  the  sky,  flashed  through  the  rifts  in  the  foot- 
hills and  fell  upon  tiny  lakelets  in  borders  of  emerald 
that  dotted  the  prospect,  mellowing  the  sublime  into 
tiiC  tender  and  the  beautiful.  It  was  a  scene  to  fill 
a  painter's  eye  and  a  poet's  mind.    Again  and  again 
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>o  It,  ...  Iv  t„  b,.  hllod  anow  ,vi,h  ,  „.,„„  „,  j 
•lor  u»  b..a«t^,  .„d  hi.  own  m,po,o„oo.  ' 

At  that  hour  it  w«»  nothioa  to  him      In  .i     / 

|H-«led  to  h..r  a.,  profo„„.,lv  [,  ,   ,,,,,',,•     '.'"'■ 

"T  an  I  fho  prcnpcvt,  and  it  was  „ot  until  h..  h.  I 
-T|.«^«..lot,nUt..n.a,ni«eon..Ji:t^ 
•     He  co„K   ...  the  look  of  ...,,J.,  „.       .,^     .  ' 

^  ^t :  ti'"'  '■"'/'  '""^'  ^''"  '•"•••^  -^'^^  «^  t  ' 

»r(  ath,  tin.  pau.r  „,  l.or  ho.som'.  fall   as  if  l.n.  »       1 

imd  hesitated  i„  \u  iM-.tinir  for  ^''''''■' 

rp,        ,     ,     .        '"''ting  tor  a  moment. 

Then  .ho  Inoknl  at  hin..     [,.  the  face  of  the  world 

the  wo,n„n  retnrnni  the  look  of  the  man  ' 

^^omething  l<'uj.ed  within   their  hearts  th«f  . 

••^cendod  nature    th.t  u,.  .  "^  ^'^*'"" 

"OLiuf,  mat  wa.s  trreatcr  t  inn  ..ii  *l  ^ 

"'"'"'»••"""".■ .1 1..,, .  1 1„,  ,i,i,  „ 
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Ilf  thnw  Imm  hettcj  back  and  th,.  w..iii,iri  Minilnl 
•loun  upon  him. 

"  Afhr  you,"  Mhci  M,ii,|,  nofily.  triurnpli  m»n^r!i„^r 
with  piiHsioii,  '•  I  lovo~not|,ii,jr." 

In  a  \v.«iian'«  liiMirt  fh.-iv  an-  drpfl,.  ul.i.l,  «  m.iii 
may  not  houiuI;  iIutc  U  xnurv  of  (lod^  iin„^,.  i„  ono 
woman's  hc.iiI  than  in  th.  mouIs  of  many  m.  n.  Ipoti 
thi'm  u  tho  touch  .livin.'  that  has  ma.h"  th.-m 
women  and  h.h,vr,l.  In  that  h..„r  the  man  kn.w 
thi,. 

"  Yours  18  Xw^r  hv  sai.l,  humbly.  "  I  „„,  at  vour 
f«('t.    Iiappy   to   Ik.   th.ro   to   h-arn    from  y....   ii^rht 

and  tnith,  and  what  suuim  th.-m  all  uj) hui." 

lliH  Mtron^  faro  .softrnc^i;  tho  Hrm,  Mt  i.ncs  ro- 
laxod  a  little.  II,.  bowed  over  her  slender  han.l; 
the  other  whe  laid  up.m  his  head. 

"  You  are  here/'  he  nai.l,  at  last,  "  where  I  have 
«lreained  of  you,  where  I  fain  would  have  you, 
and  hero  I  am  where  I  faiti  w.)uld  be— at  your  feet.'' 
"  No,  no,  we  are  hero  to^'etiier.  That  is  bettor," 
she  made  answer.  "  Vou  should  be  by  my  side,  or 
you  should  bo  here  and  I  there." 

It   was  the   strife  of  solf-abm';ration    that   wcli- 
ni^h  sets  the  seal  divine  u})on  human  i)assion. 

"  There  is  no  room  on  earth  for  another  where 
you  sit;  and  no  one  could  by  ri^rhts  be  by  your  side." 
"  ITush!"  she  answered  softly;  ''  it  is  sacrilopo." 
"The  tnith,  only  the  truth.      You  sum   up  hu- 
manity to  me.     I  want   no  one,   nothing  elao.     I 
am  sall.ficKl  with  the  satisfaction  that  craves  a  little 
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jno..  «„.,  ,.e.iv..  a  littl..  ...ore,  with  ..ch  p„..i„g 
"An.l  r    too,  want  nothing  vW,     W..  „r,.  |„.r,. 

»l.-Hra..tl«,von.|,ori„tl.Mvirt-v«„i.,un«pa:t/' 
))«M'M  vouhla.it  to  h..  .„  ulwuvnr 

**LiHtrn!     Xay.  fjr.t  look." 

Ah  he.  .p„k..,  ho  r«.e  nn.l  poi,.f..i  far  .lown  iho 
iii'Mirifum. 

"Kolh.vv  my  hnh.l,"  ho  mul;  -  tiu'r.'!  " 
n..r  ^^l,,u...  «w(.pt  aion^  tl...  .Mitstr..t..h..d  «„n 
^    >V»«y,  It  is  a  heart!"  .-hr  .xclainu..:. 
'  \  c-    L,kc.  Ilc.art.  I  nanuMlit.     At  the  head  of 
the  lake  there  H  a  little  hill.     Doyou.eeitr 
'  Di.stjnctlv." 

« 

'•  ft  ov,.Ho„ks  that,  lidlo  l,..„rt-.h,ii  ,..1  "trotch  of 
water     K,.c.  l,o«-  it  n..-,l.s  o„  ,|,e  ,i,l.  „f  ,|,i,  Rroat 

....».'.-.>■  r,,„,.o  i,.  full  ri.,„,     <„.  „..„  li,„o%„„,l  I 
«""l.l  l....l,i  „  l„„.,c.-„„r  I,,,,,,,,     ,.„i|.,  i,  ,„„  „f 

Wr„„,  ,,,„,„  ,|mt  «l.,„lo  tl,..  „„„„„.,i„  ,i,,..,.     ,(„,,„ 
■t  .l.ouM  l„.  „„  ,|,e  „„,,;..„.  „,^  .^^ 

l.nc  w,,..  ,„„tlK.r.of-poarl.     TIkto  w  w„u1.1  ^o. 
would  1„.  „,,„,,  ,„.„.     ^,.     „„„  ^^^,,,1  „„„/„,„  j' 

:;:  "•"':'''  ""^  ",';'"'••  I  ™"'j  paint;  you  could  1,;,: 

We  woul,    1,0  f„  a„,.,  f„„  „,,  „.„,,,     ^^.1  ;,^ 
..o  kn,,„.   ,,    ,  ,1,    , ,  ,|^,y  ,,^,^  ,^^  ^_^^^_  ^^^  ^^  ^^ 

paooiun  cbbc-a  and  11  owed       ' 


out  yonder,  who  lived 
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who  died,  who  rose  or  who  fell,  but  we  would  work 
and  live  and  love — together." 

"It  is  enough,"  said  the  woman;  "when  I  am 
free  T  will  go  with  you." 

"  Because  I  suggested  it?  " 

"  Because  I  want  no  greater  happiness  than 
that." 

"  It  shall  be  so,"  said  the  man,  putting  out  his 
hand. 

Unhesitatingly  she  met  it  v/ith  her  own,  rising 
at  the  same  time  under  some  controlling  impulse. 
The  contract  was  ratified  bv  no  kiss,  no  enfolding 
embrace,  not  by  heart  boating  against  heart,  but 
by  that  simple,  strong,  pervading  clasp.  They  were 
facing  the  future  hand  in  hand.  It  vv-as  he  who 
broke  t       pause. 

"  St  [.   "  he  cried;  "  just  as  you  arc!  " 

She  .  ood  slightly  bent  forward,  her  weight  rest- 
ing upon  her  right  foot,  her  left  hand  upon  the 
rocky  arm,  her  right  hand  outstretched  and  warm 
from  his  clasp.  She  had  take  :  t)ff  the  knitted  moun- 
tain cap  she  wore,  and  the  soic  wind  of  the  evening 
— it  was  absolutely  calm  in  the  valley  and  but  the 
slightest  current  of  air  stirred  on  the  mountain- 
to[) — swept  her  hair,  lightened  by  the  sun's  last 
kiss,  back  from  her  sweet  low  brow.  The  dark  blue 
of  her  dress  blended  with  the  weather-beaten  back- 
ground of  the  ancient  mountain.  There  was  a  dash 
of  color  in  her  usually  pale  checks.  She  was  a  sight 
to  make  a  man  forget  the   vorld. 

Pencil  and  paper,  which  he  was  never  without, 
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f>'! 


were  >„  his  hands.    Swiftly,  „,  one  would  fain  seize 
»nd  hold  a  tiual  „„,„,„,,  he  sketched  the  outlin" 

.^'  •*  .1  '^'«i^rn   sK>.      Latching  some   of   the 

pint  that  actuated  him,  she  held  her  pose  motion! 
less  for  what  scorned  ,„  be  an  incredible  ti.ne.    Z- 
deuly  the  sun  dropped  behind  the  screen  of  x2 
Iler  hand  fell  to  her  side.     The  sketch  was  ov  r •' 

tt  ZT''T,  m"  ""'""''  "'"'  "•""''^  '>''™  f""""' 

tiung  so  tense,  so  nervous,  in  the  situation,  she  was 
overwhelmed  with  sudden  feeling 

mH"-"  '''™«'"'f'^  °f  '""•'"  ho  cried,   remorse- 
lul,  seomg  her  weakness. 

"Did  you  finish?" 
"  Yes." 

wer<!'I"°1,  T"""  ^"  "'"'  '"''  el™P^--    There 
were  deep  shadows  in  the  valleys;   the  light  was 

gone  from  the  little  lakes;  the  emerald  of  the  pines 

was  turned  into  shrouding  darkness.  Here  and  there 

Before  them,  clear  and  cold,  gleamed  a  sudden  silver 
star  .n  the  twilight.  It  was  strangely  cold.  She 
shivered  slightly  in  his  arms. 

fou'lh  °f1'"'"'  1°°"'"  ''"  ''^'  " ''  '"''  ""^  human 
touch  of  human  life  at  last." 

He  drew  gently  and  carefully  from  the  edge  of 
the  sheer  precipice  and  together  they  turned  away. 
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She   was   the   last   rorresentative   of   an   ancient 
colonial  family  which  had  owned  large  estates  on  the 
banks  of  the  Delaware  in  New  Jersey  for  genera- 
tions.    Her  father-a   stern,   cold,    unsyniuathefic 
man    forever  in  arms  again.st  her  because  ^he  had 
not  been  a  son-had  spent  much  of  his  earlv  life 
m  England,   where   he   had  been  educated,   where 
he    had    imbibed    habits,    thoughts    and   prejudices 
which  are  outside  of  and  beyond  the  realm  of  books. 
The  estates  had  come  to  him  heavily  encumbered, 
and  he  had  not  succeeded  in  diminishing  the  charges 
upon  them.     An  opportunity  to  recoup  the  family 
fortunes  i.ad  been  provided  tlirough  the  beauty  of 
his  daughter  and  the  passion-the  more  powerful 
and  persistent  because  it  was  that  of  an  old  man— 
of  a  friend  of  his  whose  estates  adjoined  his  own. 

She  had  known  this  man  for  years,  and  to  know 
him  was  to  esteem  and  like  him.     She  was  a  deli- 
cately nurtured,   retiring  girl,  educated  mainly  at 
home  m  accordance  Auth  her  father's  ideas.    \she 
had  seen  nothing  of  the  outside  world,  and  it  was 
quite  natural,  therefore,  that,  at  her  father's  insist- 
ence and  at  the  pleading  of  the  old  man,  who  reallv 
loved  her,  she  had  engaged  herself  to  marry  him. 
The  state  of  her  health  had  caused  her  father  tr 
send  her  to  spend  the  summer  in  the  mountains. 
One  of  his  friends  had  a  camp  there,  and  he  had  in- 
vited the  girl  to  be  his  ^est. 
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I<r  l.raltl,  had  nuprov,.,!  greatly,   the  pulmonary 
bo  r„H  ,.d  ,,„,,  d,,„p,,,„,j.     _^,^  .^ 

a  .at,.iactory  cx,K.ri„K.„t  except  in  ,.„e  partieular 

n,,,  „„.,.,     ed   i„o..perie„eed  girl,  pledgo.ft,,  a  ZL 

«    old  as  her  father,  lor  whom  she  ha,l  „„  fueling 

',         f""    ":?«■'    ""''    ostee,„-tl,i.    unworldly 
ohd.l  of  an  „,.Keial  rearing,  without  knowledge  or 
oxper,e„ee  of  life-had  boon  bronght  faee  to"face 
^^•.th  natnre  m  „,ore  shapes  than  river  and  hke 
Dionntam  and  valley.  ' 

In  the  camp  there  was  another  guest,  a  youn^ 
art.st  whoso  reputation  was  alread/ national  1! 
the  e  ear  „„,  ,he  bright  sunliglu,  the  fragrant  bain. 

1  c  ha,l  .Irunk  ,„  nature,  so  also  ha,|  the  passion  of 
t  .e  n,an,  wh.eh  had  .prtu.g  into  existence  at  a 
gkneo,  entered  her  soul.  She  had  been  n.ade  oyer 
physteally-,  an,l  spiritually  as  well.  For  the  first  tin.e 
n  her  life,  she  knew  ^yhat  loye  was.  She  found  its 
•oaUty  beyond  all  the  artless  drea.ns  in  whieh  she 
had  .ndnlgod.     lie  had  surprised  her  in  her  inno! 

to\'-™'  T'.""'"  '*'"  '""■  ^"""-l  l'"^<^"f  pledged 
to  ham,  and  the  natural  demand  of  her  loyer  that 

elatm  her  for  h.s  o,yn,  was  pressed  upon  her,  that 
she  realued  that  she  was  l>ound  to  another.     Her 


conceptions  of  honor  wore  ».  .tr  ,   •    , 

beloved  ,valk  with  l,i,„  „,„„„'„  „,„  ,".","•'"     ^ 

.d™.s  of  ,l,e  oboJieuee  duo  fro,;      i|d   1  ''"  ^'" 

'    -  .loop-rootod  a,  those  of  ht," '""'"' ."■^■^^' 

"9  on  the  cre,t  of  th„f  fi„ni    i      .  S«'»etim<.s, 

f-«"t  „,at  iavt  .  ,;;'';: .::"t^'  "-<•  ^»'- 

habit  and  honor  fell  a,v,v    Ln  """""  ""'' 

pies  to  scorn.     The  mo>^f  t},^^    i  '  "t^"  ^-^^r  scrii- 

he.  serious  mon,e„tr  w  s    '        f  T     'T'"''''  '" 
method  she  eotdd  he  .1         ■  J      "   ■''"''  ''"norablo 

-d  eouid  :Chl  f  tlrT        "'"  ','"  "'''''''"'' 
'-self  to  hi,,,  „:ref:rved,:-        ""''  ""'  """^  ^- 

thinkin,  to  hind  Ir  t^:  ^reVr  ~  '  ^'j'  "^■' 
couraged  her  to  delay     Tl„.  ti       ,    f    ••  '"'" 

the  world  of  drel    in^  hi   r'th  :  ."rr",'  "' 
last,  and  finally  ,,he  ,„ade  the  oL  1         '"^  "' 

her  father  of  this  newt  t  ^"h^rt  ^^dT'^  1 
h.m  to  eonsent,  and  to  seeurc  the  e  nTen't  o'  t,  "^ 
to  whom  she  was  botroth-d    to  the  r     ,  """' 

irrrtr.;;::  :t;?4.."Li.  "' 

pre.ent,     Txiac  an.wer  was  a  prompt, 
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unqualified    negativo,    with    a    iHTomptory   doniand 
that  Bho  should  return  home  immediately. 

Cast  down,  but  not  despairing,  aha  wrote  again. 
This  time  not  only  to  her  father  but  to  the  otlier 
man.  The  two  old  men  must  have  considered  the 
letters  together,  for  tue  letter  that  came  back  was 
from  both.  Th(>  father  pointed  out  the  worldly  ad- 
vantages of  the  match,  laid  upon  her  with  all  the 
force  in  his  possession  the  duty  of  obedience  to  a 
parent,  and  linked  and  fettered  the  woman  with  the 
chains  of  an  oblip^afion,  a  plighted  word,  an  honor 
to  maintain. 

The  old  lover  pleaded  and  made  many  promises. 
One   more   effort    the   girl   made.      She   wrote   this 
rime  to  iicr  father  alone  and  told  him  that  she  could 
n<.t   live   wifiior.    this  man.     That  into  her  lonely 
life  this  love  had  blossomed,  how  and  why  she  could 
not  tell.     ]r  had  entwined  itself  around  the  founda- 
tions of  her  existence  and  to  uproot  it  meant  de- 
struction.    Life  and  love — they  went  toget^-r.     She 
would  obey  him  thus  far— she  would  come  home 
immediately  and  reinforce  her  plea  with  her  per- 
sonal appeal.    But  she  begged  him  to  write  her  at  a 
place  appointed  on  her  return  iournev 

Then  they  separated,  tliese  two.  The  girl  made 
no  secret  of  her  love;  indeed,  she  could  not,  nor  had 
she  the  desire.  lie  pleaded  with  her,  and  her  only 
appeal  from  him  was  her  consciousness  of  duty,  her 
sense  of  obligation;  and  before  that  he  bowed,  he 
fell,  and  where  he  fell  there  he  would  fain  have  died. 
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"If,"  she  said,  at  la.t,  "  I  ,.,,„  ,|«  i,  „.,tl.  hon„r 
Iw,    e„„,..,.aek,„v„„.    If  „„r,  n.i.l  vo:  1      ri 

'<t««.„  ,l,o,„.      A,  ,he  l,a.l  «ai,l,  sl„.   w,.,„  „|'    ,. 
d.."-n  th,.  ,„i«l,,v  river  an.l  „eros,  ,|,.,  fir...,M.k       , 

or    .o.,„.„.„.l  wa.v.      W,,.„ ..,„,:;:  •,',; 

h   the  ,.d„  „f  ,„„  ,.„,,,,   „„.  ' 

fill*    he  ear  wi,h  a  ,„n„,«,.  vet  terril,h,  J    ^  |        : 
found  a  letter  fro,„  her  fa„,er  i„  an.ver  .„;:',:  ,;': 

ma?to"„r"'  '■""";  ''"""•     ^'""  '■""'  """•"•  'l.<- 

vll  itr  '""     "■"  ""*■''"'■''  -^'''-''f-  -<'  "• 
Allium  1  have  passed  inv  word.      Vour  d,„v    ,. 

"^r;-"  >•';"•  V iu.  forget  hZ  •;,;::■: 

lluuwasall.     After  she  read  it,  «|„.  .„,  ,,i, 
of  (IfifJi  .......  I  -  '""JHf^nt,  till'  l)ittcrnoss 

another  sheet  of  paper  eloser  a:lvrl       .;;•;';:: 

>"»  that  she  could  say  to  him  then  that  she  had  not 
said  before,  notliinp  that  she  eo.ild  toll   I 
'■■at  she  had  not  told  han  ofte:"'  y      ,'  l!:  Z- 
,o^  she  eonld  not  tell,  h„,   ,ho  did   not       ,i  t 

itrjre:r:orsprt:::/T\:::;r.''^^^^^^ 

She  left  the  letter  for 


t.  _ 


nothing  elsi.    She  went  dcwn 


father  on  the  table, 
to  the  river  bank  and 
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1,1''  "■•   I 
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xvnlko,!  up  it  .lurinp  ihv  lo,,,?  nfti-rnoon,  i.rulrr  tho 
wild  blazoning'  of  ti.o  autumn  I-  uvcm,  until  Am-  foun.l 
J.  boat.  Sho  carft  it  adrift  and  .sei/c.I  th,.  oarn.  Ifo 
bad  taugbt  licr  liow  to  \uv  tlinu.  She  wa-.  ,(  ry 
tinxl  fn>ni  bcr  Ion/?  walk,  i,ut  hI.o  roMolutoly  dn.vo 
it  into  th(>  middle  of  tb.>  stream. 

Altbou^di  .-bo  \vas  i,ow  far  above  tbe  fall-,  tbe 
current  wa.s  already  8uitt.  It  ne«.ded  a  stron-er  and 
more  powerful  arm  fb.in  bent  to  cope  wiHi  tbat 
mi^rlity  downward  rn>b  ..f  water;  bis  nn>bt  bavo 
oceomplisbed  ir,  bur  not  bern  alone.  ()„t  in  tbe 
mi.bUe  of  tbe  river,  wbere  tbe  full  force  of  tbe  eur- 
rent  eau-bt  ber,  sbe  ca.-t  adrift  tbe  oarjt.  Witb  fb- 
Mviftno^.s  of  tbouffbt  itself,  .be  wn.s  swept  dovn. 
Sbo  sat  low  in  tbe  center  of  tbe  boat,  ber  ber.d 
buried  in  ber  arms,  ber  arms  f(dded  on  ber  b;n<led 
knees. 

Sbo  was  tbinkinf?  of  bim,  of  tbat  peak  on  the 
mountain-top,  of  tbat  little  lake  like  a  beart  in  tbat 
sequestered  valley  wbere  Axoy  bad  planned  to  spend 
the  Ion-  years  of  their  life  She  bad  close.]  her  eN.«3 
—sbo  ncc<led  no  other  light.  She  was  tbinl.in- Of 
bim.  ° 

The  roarin-  of  the  falls  broke  on  her  ear  un- 
heeded. There  were  people  upon  tbe  shore.  Gbo 
swept  by  a  little  island  and  did  not  hear  the  shrill, 
terror-full  cries  of  those  who  watched  her  rot  a 
stone's  throw  away  The  boat  rocked  and  pitched 
frightfully. 

She  was  drenched  with  spray,  thrown  this  sid- 
and  that.     Instinctively  she  put  out  her  hand  to 


Divided 


Vi\ 


III 


Rack  in  the  hills  | 


tainty  that  I 


x'  waitfMJ,  uith  a  prow 


ii-^  Wiiir  \v..ni,l  never  ho  t 


^vas  11  niunth,  pcrhap..  hofor..  he  i 
truth.      When  the  reali; 


iiip  eer- 
•Tniinatcd.     It 


to   tl 


»('   »M.)nnfain-to{)  „|,< 


••arn.Ml  (he  whole 
J>^ati..n  came  t(.  him.  he  fl,,] 


"p'>'i  thi'  pichlv 


«'   '""re.      A-ain    h,-   stood 


rel, 


Death 


ixation  of  tiie  mu.^elf 


vi'r/,^e.     ()„(.  litti 


won  Id  meet   1 


<•  iMovemenr,  one 
•'^•<'n,  and   he  was  <rone. 


pitched  npon  tl 


'""   "'   '"''l-air  iont;  h.-fore  1: 


<'f  the  elitr.     As  h 


it'  rocks  hid  in  th 


lie 


mined,  his  eye  fell  upon  the  ] 


0  stood  there  I 
ittl 


<'  I'lnes  at  the  foot 


losita nt,  vet  d.'tcr- 
ike  shaped  liko 


a  heart,  silvJrv  a.    i    7n  /l  .       '^'^''^  ^^' 

thnv  1.    I     ,   ■      •  "  ^''"^  emerald  as  on  the  dav 

they  had  planned   their   fntT,re.      Death'     J^y 

-tlun,.Xo  death  conld^eparatoloHke^,^^ 
Thongh  he  was  here,  and  she  was  there,      ere  "' 

On  that  softl.v  rounded  knoll,  he  built  that  great 
?  house  of  wh  eh   fh«.,  u„j   J  ,       '^  ^^^'^^ 


\o 


which  they  had  drenmed.     He  bu 


it  slowly  from  year  to  year,  and 
hands,  with  as  littl 
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the  sitimtion  ru'ct'XMitniiHl.  And  t)wr(*  he  lived  alono. 
Ha\'v  for  an  »K*ca!iit»uttl  vixit  to  the  ncaro^t  MJtthiMont 
for  tlu'  m'CfM!«arH«H  of  lifo,  he  mw.  ao  one.  Tho 
conntrv  was  nfill  a  viriifin  wiltlrrnc-H.  After  a  rtia^, 
lie  laid  anide  hix  hniMli  forever,  hut  for  oceiipation 
he  atlded  tt)  Ium  lodjre;  he  made  trails  from  the  eahiu 
to  the  Kiuninits  of  tin-  everla.-tinir  hilis  ahout  him. 
lie  roamed  the  mountains.  Often  from  the  low 
mountain  which  he  named  for  her,  he  watehed  tho 
peak  when'  tiicv  had  planned.  In  the  lon<f  winter* 
he  had  \m  l>ook.-<,  and  now  and  apain  a  wild  four- 
footed  friend  who  found  hini  unique  in  the  race  of 
men  in  that  he  was  not  an  cneniy.  Indeed,  he  loved 
all  except  his  hind. 

One  day.  a  wandering  hunter,  a  halfhreed,  French 
and  Indian,  fell  prostrate  before  the  cabin  door. 
He  was  desperately  ill.  The  man  took  him  in  and 
nursed  him  hack  to  health.  The  grateful  halfhreed 
refused  to  leave  him.  lie  was  as  silent  as  his  solf- 
inii)ose<l  master,  and  tho  two  thenceforth  lived  to- 
gether. Solitude  was  not  a  passion  with  the  artist, 
though.  Indeed,  he  did  not  know  the  word;  he 
was  never  lonely,  for  as  he  walked  the  hills  she 
was  ever  by  his  side. 

So  the  years  sped  away.  Kailroads  pierced  the 
region,  (treat  hotels  rose  upon  the  banks  of  its 
thousand  lakes.  It  became  the  playground  the  place 
of  summer  rest,  for  hundreds  of  thousands  of  people. 
He  was  not  poor  and  he  had  bought  a  vast  expanse 
of  territory,  as  much  as  his  means  would  permit, 
for  himself.     He  owned  the  valley,  the  lake,  the 
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mountam  .,,1..,,  „„,,  ,,..  „||„„,d  „„  .,„^ 

denng  ,l,,,hcr.     Kro,„  ,i,„.,  ,.,  ,i,„      „,  „, 
ho«  c,,l„„„  .„  .„,„,..„  ,„,,,,  .h..l,..r  ..  .1  • 
lodBC     And  ,.  w„,  (n.,.|.v  ^nv..„  ,|,„„, 
Mm.,1..   I,„a    „,„   ,|i,„„„„|   „,„  ^.,_,_^j^.^^, 

';:^T  """'"r- "' "-■  i- i.w' .>i,'o : 

..-"■•v  t.m-..r    u„,  ,|„.i,-,.     Th-.v  ,.„„l.|  r,.„„  „,  ,vill 
' «''  "•      "•"  ""-  « par,  in  it  ,1„.,    , 

"  I  "r.-n  f,„„  ,„vo  his  |„„|  ,„r  cr..,..,|;  no,  rvon 
h.    ,.,..„,.  „,,„  ha,l  ,,..n  hi,  ..„„„,..„„„  i„  ,,: 
",,', .'"'  "'  •""»•*•  >-'"'^.  !<■..■«•  wl.a,  wa.  thrrc. 

nf  .1,..  h,„l,h„«  in  ,h.  „„H,  ,,,„„  ,„„„,,„  „f  „,^  ^  ^    _ 

the    roof.      I  he„    „.„,    „„    ,,„^_.    ^^^.^  K 

le-  p«>i.Io  had  „,k„,  ,,i,„  ,.,,,„,        ,,,,,  « 

ever  ask..d  h,n,  after  , ho  fir,,  ,i„K..     It  wa,  „  nn'»^ 
tcrv  whH'h  th,.y  oould  n..(  solvo  ' 

IIo  w„„M  hav,.  profcrrrd  ,o  b.  loft  ah,„o,  ontirolv 

alone    w„h  her.      Ifo  l„vod  ,ho  winter,   for  tfon 

he  doop  snow,,  rendered   the  lo.lge  i,„pos.il,le   of 

°  r"  '"?"■:  """■  "'"  ""•  ^n"»«.  '"-fore  the  poo! 
pie  eame  hack  ,o  the  «nldernes.s  w„,  the  ,„ost  joy- 
ons  season  of  the  year  to  him.  In  the  pe.„.„i,, 
freshness  „f  reprodnein^  natnre,  there  was  a  mor 
congenial  atmosphere  f-     '  •  - 


her  and  love.     His 


pas- 
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^l^^  Iniriiicl  nfill  in  hi^  htvani  m  ho  hatl  hcfn  ti  l..»y 
ii^ait). 

Ill'  wjH  a  ^^rny  hjiiriMJ  old  runn  now.  Sho  )wt<l  Imc  n 
l»y  hiri  sid.'  fur  fliirf.v  ymrs  yet  kIh*  Htippid  al..n;^ 
with  tho  Hanu'  uiry  frohnox  uml  itiuoccmu*  of  jxirl- 
hn.Ml  of  n  yonrh  ircrnal.  Ilir  oyrn  |.)okr<|  at  him 
with  \\iv  si-inc  hriuhfrii  ^.^  as^  ia  thr  tiiivrt  of  h»n«  n|;o. 
Timo  hu«l  kUxmI  still  for  her,  as  tho  world  had  btood 
."till  fur  hint  ^irn(.  tlu-y  had  lu-t  n — nniti'd. 

That    v(.rin^%   then*   wan  a  ^nat  drought    iti   thi* 
land.      X..t   a  «lro|»  of  rain   iav«d  tiii>  parflicd  and 
weary  rarfh  furniontln.    WIk  n  tin-  h»nu' «lays  of  .hino 
«-anjc,  a  j)arty  of  «'ar('l'SM  cainprrs  hfi  a  partly  c  x- 
tin;rnixh(d  tire  in  thr  fori'-t.   'llic  live  coals  hnrro.vfMl 
in  .Huhtlc  conrcahncnt  under  the  thit-k  carpet  of  pino- 
nt'odh-H  whieh  had  fallen  ninee  the  ilay.s  of  the  fore.^t 
primeval,  the  firo  coal  ^'rowini;  preater  and  greater 
fls  it   W(»rmed   it«<   way  alon«r.   until.   l»y   and   by,  a 
little  hrush  heap  burst  into  a  glowing  flame,  which 
surpd  about  the  baso  of  a  mountain  monarch  until 
he  yiidded  to  th<'  burning  embrace,  and  in  turn  com- 
nninicated  the  contagion  of  bin  fiery  passion  to  a  sis- 
ter tree,  and  in  tin?  twinkling  (»f  an  eve  the  forest 
was  ablaze. 

Iff  discovered  the  peril  immediately,  and  realized 
after  a  brief  inspection  that  the  course  of  his  life 
would  be  forever  changed  urdess  by  some  means 
the  fire  couhl  be  diverted,  for  a  mighty  army  of 
fliiine  was  blazing  down  upon  him  and  his  beloved 

What  could  two  men  do  to  stop  stich  a  besom  o£ 


.    I    .  *'"'^*'"K  wail  fnintn' cnorffv   thf  m-n 

.  ji.  «i,.,  i,„,i  ,„„ ,,,,.,  „.„,  ,_.^  ^.|_,_^^  ^__^^^ 

o  >n«ny  year.  w,tl,„„,  ..„,..|,inK  .......  ,,f  ,|h,  |a„..r'« 

|..r,H.«.   ,vork.,l  like  «  h..r„,  1„„  ^i.l,  „„  ,.v„  |      ,„ 

y    hen,  „„  ,,„,,r  .i.l...  .„.|  „,.,v  „,.„  f.,„.„,  ,J^ 

tiro-     A  „,,l,|,.„  .tr..,.K,l„,,i„^,  .,f  „„.  ,,,.i,„,    'i 

them.     The  .,„,|  „f  ,|.e  lo-l^,.  „..arc„  ,1,„  «v.|„n,ao 
of  fire  na.  .Ireo,),-  |,l,^i„^.  "  """"■"<' 

potent,  brokr„.ho,.rte.l.     The  hulfl.roe.l  li...,!,  i^ 

nK  baekwani,  „.„bo„.  ,„r„i„«,  „,  if  ,„  ,i^,„„|  „,„ 
l»lfbre<.,I  ,„  osoapo  while   .here  wa,  ye,   ,i..  o    ho 

•tepped  toward  the  ...oke-enshr ed  door      Ac  ^ 

from  the  man  eaused  hi,,,  to  „„„  „„,„„,,.  ^^^ 
halfbreed  wa,  ly,„,  helple.,  „„  the  .round  blee-lin^ 
from  a  wound  ,„  hi.  leg.  A  »h„rp  wood.nau',  J, 
V  near  at  han.l.  It  wa,  no  aeeident,  thouKh  Z 
man  never  s„,p,.eted  that.  The  faithful  follower 
had  eut  h.„..elf  in  order  to  produee  the  re.,u It  h  I 
love  eraved-to  make  hi,  ,„a.,ter  come  awav.     The 

eave  the  other  man  to  die,  so  with  „  „oan  he 
turned    ,e.zed  the  slighter  man  in  hi,  ara,,,  "„ud 
red  down  through  the  trees  toward  the  lake 


•I; 


Pl 


^^ 


4  V 


^'^l: 


y  IjC 


126 


T/ie  Records 


IMS 


ir 


It  was  a  terrible  passage,  for  the  tops  of  the  pines 
were  crackling  with  tire  above  his  head.  There  was 
a  boat  on  the  lake.  The  lake  itself  was  small,  but 
the  only  possibility  of  escape  was  upon  its  surface. 
He  laid  his  wounded  companion  gently  down  in  tho 
canoe  and  put  the  paddle  in  his  hands.  But  he  did 
not  follow.  He  pushed  the  boat  violently  from  him 
and  sent  it  spinning  out  into  the  lake.  Then  he 
waved  his  hands  in  farewell,  turned  and  staggered 
backward  through  the  smoke  and  fire.  This  time 
he  did  not  hear  the  frantic  call  from  the  man  in  the 
boat,  nor  did  he  see  him  ply  his  paddle  madly,  so 
that  the  boat  was  driven  back  to  the  shore  whence  it 
had  been  thrust  away. 

The  man  plunged  into  the  smoke  and  flame,  full 
of  desperate  endeavor  yet  not  unmindful  of  re- 
quired caution.  He  carefully  shielded  his  head 
until  he  reached  the  house.  People  had  often  no- 
ticed the  letters,  his  and  her  initials,  wrought  in 
the  bark  of  the  rail  around  the  porch,  wondering 
what  they  meant.  This  time  they  were  outlined  in 
fire,  for  the  house  was  burning.  The  heat  was  ter- 
rific and  the  smoke  suffocating. 

The  man  sank  down  upon  the  threshold  dying. 
He  raised  himself  by  a  superhuman  effort.  He  could 
not  die  there.  In  his  extremity  a  figure  stood  beside 
him  and  helped  him;  a  cool,  slender  hand  was  slipped 
in  his.  A  voice  whispered  in  his  ear.  He  was  on 
his  feet  once  more.  Youth  and  strength  returned 
to  him.  Plunging  into  the  house  with  unswerving 
accuracy,  in  spite  of  the  darkness,  he  threaded  his 


way  through  tljc  maze  of  rooin.      Rv       .  ,       , 
came  to  a  door      H„  „.„  ^   ""''  ''■>'  '"' 

I'-n  „.„.  ,:z,  V  I.  ;  "irr ,'"  ''"■""■^  '"^ 
i"ha.ea .:;:;,;:;::  ■■'Tiirj'tfrv'''-^''''^ 

'"•■■■     Ii"t  H,,.  hand  of  lif;„;V  "■",'■'""' 

-thinLUo.™.    He  open       ,,:!  :""■"»  «'-P^0 


r  I 
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IV 

'Mvhlt:^^''  ""^  "'''■''-"  '-''-the, 

•■it'si::rCer;r':-'^'''<'«-^-'^-,. 
-Id  have  b^o' r /asC  \:';;:''°'^  ™"^^ 

of  it."  '  "^  "»  "'at  upper  end 

;;i  wonder  if  anybody  was  there?" 

a  pail ;'  tt;:;:  it  '"  t--  -"'  -"-  ^  --• 

or  other/who'ernet  r:7  ;V7  ''^  ^""''  ™-^ 

1-ed  here  alone,   though  of  ^  eJe"-     "T'     ""' 

fa"  ux   iate  J  ears  parties   of 
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hunters  an'  trampers  for  pleasure  used  to  come 
through  this  valley  an'  npend  a  night  with  him." 

"  1  wonder  if  he  escaped?" 

"  I  guess  so,"  answered  the  guide.  "  He  lived 
long  enough  in  these  woods  to  know  danger.  He 
had  plenty  of  warnin'  of  that  fire." 

"  Did  you  say  he  was  an  artist?"  asked  the  second 
man,  wlio  carried  sketching  materials  in  his  hand. 

"  I  guess  that's  what  they  said  round  here  he 
was,"  returned  the  guide. 

"  Well,  that  accounts  for  it.  I  recall  the  story 
now.  My  father  used  to  know  him.  He  had  a  cot- 
tage over  there  in  Greene  Valley,  years  ago.  He's 
got  some  pictures  painted  by  that  man  now — at  least 
I  have;  they  were  left  to  me — and  splendid  things 
they  are,  too.  I  remember  he  told  me  something  of 
his  life.  The  girl  committed  suicide  and  the  man 
became  a  recluse." 

"  That's  the  man,"  said  the  guide,  confidently. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  him?"  asked  the  first  man, 
shifting  his  gun  as  he  spoke. 

"  Never  seen  him  that  I  kin  remember." 

"  Let  us  go  over  and  see  if  he  is  there.  Per- 
haps he  may  not  have  escaped  after  all,"  suggested 
the  artist. 

"  All  right.  And  there's  a  canoe,"  said  the  hun- 
ter, pointing  along  the  shore  to  where  a  little  boat 
had  drifted. 

The  guide  easily  reached  it,  and  in  a  few  moments 
brought  it  dowTi  to  the  point  of  the  lake  where  the 
two  men,  one  making  sketches  and  the  other  accom- 
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panyiiif?  liini  gun  in  liand,  had  entered  the  desohited 
valley.  The  paddle  was  still  in  the  canoe.  The 
halfbreed  iiad  been  a  methodical  man. 

Ill  a  short  time  the  little  party  of  three  had  ap 
preached  the  upper  end  of  the  lake.  Thev  tied 
the  canoe  and  clambered  out  on  th(.  little  wharf. 

"  What's  thatr'  cried  one,  pointing  ahead. 

There  amid  the  half-burned  trees  lay  a  dead  body. 
It  was  the  halfbreed.  He  was  lying  prone  on  his 
face,  his  knees  drawn  up  as  if  he  had  been  crawling 
forward. 

"  By  Jove!"  said  the  hunter,  "  do  you  see  how  he 
IS  turned?    He  was  crawling  toward  the  house." 

''^^  Why  not  walking,  I  wonder,"  said  the  artist. 

"  See  that  leg?"  said  the  guide.  "  He  must  have 
hurt  himself." 

"  I'm  going  to  the  house,"  interrupted  the  artist, 
leaping  up  the  slope. 

Where  the  threshold  hai  been,  the  others  joined 
him.  The  house  had  been  burned  to  ashes,  except 
one  long  portion  of  it  which,  they  noticed  at  the 
moment,  had  no  windows.  They  made  their  way 
over  the  charred  ruins  toward  it,  and  when  they 
reached  it  they  discovered  that  it,  too,  had  been  on 
tire.  A  portion  of  the  side  and  of  the  roof  nearest 
the  approaching  flames  had  gone,  and  the  rain  had 
flooded  the  first  room. 

That  room  was  a  bedroom.  Although  the  rain 
had  ruined  it,  the  men  saw  that  it  had  been  beauti- 
fully furnished,  yet  with  a  simplicity  not  out  of 
keeping  with  the  wild  mountains  about  it. 
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It  was  quito  ovicK-nt  that  it  ha.I  boon  a  Nv..,„an's 
room,  too  Xothin^^  was  lacking,  to  it,  then,  but  tho 
woman  let,  although  no  won.an  had  over  bo<  n 
m  It,  and  but  one  man,  the  air  was  redolent  with  the 
sense  of  a  woman's  ,,r(>sence.  There  was  a  .tcne  fire- 
place at  one  end.  The  ashes  of  a  fire  lay  within  its 
depths.    Though  no  one  had  ever  lived  there,  it  was 

The  light  in  the  room  must  have  come  from  tho 

windows  m  the  roof.    Xo  eves  but  his  had  ever  been 

able  to  see  m  it.     It  had  been  as  sacred  from  the 

oi,nous  ga.e  of  man  as  the  chamber  of  a  vestal. 

He  had  kept  it  so  for  her.     There  was  a  door  at 

the  other  c^nd      The  men  reverently  took  off  their 

hats  and,  treading  softly  over  the  thick  rugs  upon 

the  floor,   stepped   through  it   into  another  larger 
room.  '«ifoci 

This  room,  like  the  first,  was  lighted  from  the 
oof.     It  was  empty  of  any  furniture.     Completely 
.  f-Lmg  the  wall  on  one  side  to  the  right  of  t.  -m 
Wiis  a  marvellous  picture.     One  stood,  as  it  were 
^■i'on  the  verge  of  the  mountains.     There  were  thj 
Poaks  and  the  valleys,  the  silvery  waters,  the  em- 
erald of  the  pmes.     There  was  a  sense  of  distance, 
o.    appalling,    overwhelming    elevation.     The    eye 
swam   while  it  looked  at  it.     It  was  the  sublime 
transferred  to  the  canvas  by  a  master  hand 
^  On  the  other  wall  opposite  to  it  there  rose  another 
picture    a  mountain-peak  lifted  in  the  air.     They 
could  feel,  as  they  ga.ed,  (hat  the  world  fell  away 
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from  it  in  every  directi.)n.  The  blue  skv,  unfleekod 
V  a  single  cloud,  rose  overhead;  and  in 'front,  upon 
the  apex  of  the  mountain,  there  stood  a  single  human 
figure.  The  blue  of  its  dress  contrasted  with  the 
gray  of  the  stones;  the  white,  clear  face  with  its 
dash  of  red,  with  its  eyes  of  blue,  seemed  to  com- 
prehend in  its  beauty  and  its  stillness  all  the  splen- 
dor and  mystery  of  the  world  on  the  other  side. 
It  was  the  Beautiful  caught  in  a  supreme  moment 
and  eternalized  by  love  and  feeling. 

Between  the  two  pictures  with  his  back  to  the 
world,  his  face  toward  the  mountain,  prone  upon 
the  floor,  with  outstretched  hand  toward  the  peak, 
lay  a  gray-haired  figure,  eternally  silent,  forever 
still. 

"My  God!"  said  the  hunter,  pointing.  "The 
man!" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  artist,  looking  higher  and  point- 
ing m  his  turn,  "  and  the  woman." 
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Seventh  Record 

THE  APOTHEOSIS  OF  WOODWARD* 


Geoilge  Woodwanl's  familiarity  with  the  practi- 
cal «.do  of  railroading  was  exhaustive.  N„r  wa, 
he  Ignorant  of  its  theoretical  aspect.     Thrown  on 

loweTtVr"?  "'  *  ^"^  '"'y  "«•'•  '"•  ''«'!  fal- 
lowed the  natural  course  of  youth  and  had  drifted 

t^ll.  iT'^;'"  '""''-"■''''"•'"■d!  The  Trans-Con- 
tmenta  Ra.lroad  Con.pany,  in  the  hope  of  at  least 
.pproxxmafng  its  name,  was  then  pushing  a  ten    ! 

tt  r\  T  °"  '"  "•''^  -"'  popularly  known  as 
the  Great  Amencan  Desert,  and  George  Woodward 
became  a  humble  but  busy  member  of  the  construe 

ciples  of  railroad  engineering,  and  acquired  much 
knowledge  of  the  practical  work  of  railroad  building 

Z  to "' """ '""  ~'"P''^"''' ''''  ''■"'''"°°  ""'""iiy 

was  to     run  "  upon  it. 

From  the  round-house  he  went  to  the  tender,  and 

took  out  his  first  engine  on  his  first  run  was  the 
happiest  in  hi«  life.     He  had  reached  the  height  of 

•  By  courtesy  of  "  The  Cosmopolitan." 
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Jiw  ambition,  ho  thcght.     But  ambitions  chanKO- 
C,o<J  b(.  tlmnk..(l!-wifh  paHsin^  vcars,  a.ui  prr^rntiv 
Oc'orge    Woodward   di.l  a   ^traiiKo   thing.      With   a 
«igh  of  regrrt  un.l  a  heart  pang  whic-hCnlv  those 
may  know  who  have   heUl   the  throttle  of  a  great 
locomotive,  George,  of  hi.,  own  motion,  (h^erted  the 
front  end  of  the  train  and  went  baekward-that  is 
he    began    braking  on    a    freigiitl      Kvervbodv    re- 
monstrated with  him,  and  many  peopU-  ealh.f  him 
a  fool,  but   Woodward  was  wiser  than  his  critics. 
Five  years  of  arduous  labor  in   various  capacities 
hnally  earned  him  a  position  as  conductor  on  a  first- 
class  passenger  run. 

The  railroad   company,   M^'th   rare   forethought, 
pronded   reading   rooms   for  its   employees.     The 
Hiporintendent  of  the  reading  rooms  was  a  man  of 
Jiberal  edhication,   deep  culture,   and  what   is  not 
necessarily  a  concomitant  of  these,  of  sound  com- 
mon sense  as  well.    Hi,  wisdom  and  experience  were 
freely  at  Woodward's  service.    The  books  he  needed 
the  supenntendent  suggested  and  the  companv  pro- 
vided.    The  young  railroad  man  had  become  awaro 
of  his  educational  deficiencies  before  it  was  too  late 
and  m  his  rare  leisure  hours  he  became  a  close  stu- 
dent of  books.     Men  he  also  studied;  women  inter- 
ested him  but  little,  then.    People  who  watched  his 
progress,  whose  experience  in  life  was  not  so  deep 
as  their  observation  had  been  extensive,  used  to  say 
as    they    marked    his    splendid    development,    that 
^Voodward  must  have  had  good  blood  back  of  him 
somewhere;  a  most  common  but  undemocratic  state- 
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"»••"',  UH  if  ti.e  .pirit  «f  GoU  in  a  nmn  c-ould  not  bo 
iiui.'I».'n<l.nt  of  hun.an  nncoMtry  on  a  pinch! 

KvoryhoWy   on   tl„.  .livisiun   naliz...!   that    Wo.xl- 
ward  was  in  lin<.  for  pn.n.otion.     Vaoam-irH  ocvurrod 
nor   .nfrcpuntly  on   such    a  ^r.-at   .vstHn   .u.   the 
rans-Conrin<ntal,  ul.oso  tracks  st n'tclud  from  tho 
M..s.iss.ppi  to  tho  Paciti,.  H.>alH,an).     If  was  m-nor- 
ally   believ.-.!    that,    Woo.lwanl   wouM  ^.-t   the   next 
one.     For  all   his  (..xpcricncr   Woo.lwanl   was  still 
voun^r      Ih.   ha,l  just   turned   twenty-eijrht   and   he 
could  afford  to  wait.     Althou^W.  swift  as  well  as  ac 
curate  in  his  nn-tluKls,  he  possessed  an  ample  supply 
of  that   patience   without   which   achievement   can- 
not  be      lie.  was  a  g^Kl  waiter,  therefore,  or  rather 
he  had  been  until  the  advent  of  Helen  IJlount  on 
the  system. 

Miss  Rlount  knew  the  system  rati -r  well  herself- 
nor  was  her  knowledore  of  railroading^  to  ]>e  esteemed 
hghtly      That   knowh.lge,   however,   had   not   been 
acquired  by  hard  work.     She  saw  the  Trans-Conti- 
nental mainly  through  the  plate  glass  windows,  or 
from  the  observation  platform  of  her  father's  pri- 
vate  car      What  she  knew  of  it  she  Ic-arned  from 
him,  and  certainly  he  was  fully  competent  to  in- 
struct her.      The   experienced    rea.ler   will   at   once 
surmise  that  her  father  was  president  of  the  road 
and  that  to  the  inevitable  development  of  storied 
of  this  kind  It  was  necessary  that  Woodward  snonld 
fall  desperately  in  love  with  her.     It  would  be  a 
puy  to  :shock  the  experienced  reader  bv  .lenving  the 
conclusion.    He,  or  she,  is  right,  with  this  qualifica- 
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'"";    ■*  ""J""""'!  tl'at  I..'  nil.  it  »oll. 

of  tho  d.,ert,  crowed  ,1,..  ^„.„t  .livido  and  u.r,«i„„,'d 
on  the.  wigu  „f  ,„„„|„.r  ,,  "'"""•" 

«M.,  -"n  rtsriti^.     Althoiii:!'h  the  coim- 

^a  .ara,  .t  the  „,o.,t  unexpected  tin.e.  oloud!  w . uld 
«    her  and  bu.t.  and  ,„ilo,  „f  ,™ek  wonid  he  wl      d 
out.     The  rocky  cliffs  of  the  rnnire  l.«.l         • 
-iont  practice  of  di.nte^at^ranrdu    pira 
ram    oad  of  material  on  the  track  at  the  mol"  in 
fortune  period.     The  private  car  of  the^  . 

any  X7V:",f '^°  '""  '"'  """  <«-io'  hln 
wL  ,  •  ^°'"""-^'  'he  ben  conductor-that  was 
Woodward— took      the      great      Tr„n<.  f     '  , 

"  Flver»  "  „™.  .L  .  .  ^"">s-LontmentaI 

vatecartr    I  f '"^''  °^  *""'''  '^"'  "-o  pri- 

vatc  car  trailing  on  behind.  ^ 

For  himself,  old  General  Blount  was  i„te„,clv 

::r:rannr" '"  'r'-'"'  ^"-"^  ^-^^ 

«as  an  annoyance  to  him  that  Helen  insisted  un<,„ 
accompanying  him  wherever  he  went  But  the  "^n 
genera,  had  no  one  but  his ghter  and  he  genln 


talk  freely  witL  his  employees,  and 


lie  and  the  divi- 
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kIoii  HU|K'rinf«'n<lrnt,  a  vctcrnn  uii«I  cxjM'rioncod  rail- 
ri.inlor,  would  ..flcn  invitf  Woodwunl  Imt-k  into  the 
iiixuriouH  ohsiTvation  room  for  oouHultatioti  uiul  dii*- 
riHxioti.  Tlius  tlip  poor  hut  horicut  and  entorpriHinj? 
vounir  ninn  nn't  the  hi^^hly  I'ducafi-d,  also  thr  h«'au- 
tiful  nn<i  ^raciou!*,  if  «onnnvhat  condoM<Tndinp, 
(laughter  of  the  rich.  She  was  a  very  diff.-rt'nt  por- 
^••n  from  the  womi'n  with  wh«)m  \Vo<Kiward  had  b«'C'n 
ordiruirily  associated,  worthy  an  they  were,  ami  ^^he 
hfimulated  his  ambition  amazingly. 

Ho  desin-d  a  vvider  tield,  a  more  respon.sihle  posi- 
tion and  greater  autliority,  not  merely  for  an  op- 
portunity to  pxercino  those  talents  which  he  believed 
he  possessecl— and  he  was  not  wrong  in  his  belief— 
bjit  alK)ve  all,  because  he  saw  her  on  his  horizon. 
Indeed,  she  was  his  hori/on.  At  tirst  indifferent, 
then  amused,  then  interested,  an.l  then,  after  he 
had  taken  advantage  of  a  rare  opportunity  to  let  her 
see  the  real  state  of  his  feelings,  astonished,  sorao- 
what  outraged,  then  hesitant,  then  trembling  on  the 
verge—her  experiences  were  quite  as  interesting  as 
his. 

Perhaps  the  thing  that  finally  turned  the  waver- 
ing scale  in  her  mind  was  the  knowledge  that  General 
lilount  would  never  permit  such  a  thing.  Ho  was  as 
friendly  as  possible  with  WofMlward  and  men  of  his 
position;  but  then  there  was  not  the  slightest  possi- 
bility— so  the  old  general  might  have  reasoned — 
that  Woodward  or  anybody  else  would  desire  to 
marry  him.  When  it  came  to  his  daughter  it  was 
another  thing  entirely.    lie  was  as  proud  as  Lucifer 
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v-r, .;:!:.:::.::;''■•- 

'''•'"' lit  :::''j::.:  7"'* '■"'-•"•  «^<- 

«l.l «!,, „;;.Jj    ,'-'''"':™'"'""««l''-r,  .,n,| 

"f  --rtain  canH,,.ri,.,  „'  V     '"""'•"' "I'"" 

-".:;: 'X!!;';:  ^':::;:'"  - "---  -  - 

'■•"...  nothing,  ,„  ,,„.;„,,,.,  '     ,™  "•     ""  ';'"'"''  risen 
found  horsdflh  ,.,;"''  ";^""""''>-  "-''•"  '*l»"nt 

-'■—-,  he  couJd  not  «peak. Cher  f,.her. 
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Ik 

f^vmraW  fri.n.l.hip,  ht.  .-Imfcl  un.lrr"tli,.  .ifiiHtlu,,. 
TIht.'  urv  H..,H,,iM  in  wliiih  t|„.  wimMf,  f|,„  l.rav.-^f, 
the  irifHt  .iMcrniirMMl  of  i.uii  aiv  !i.  Ipl,..,.;  and  t\uJ, 
arv  tliry  wl.irli  ,|,.()rn.|  upon  a  ynnn^r  wnrnairH  "  y.-n  " 
c»r  '•  no."  UvU'fi  ...Mil.l  not  ...ly  "  no  "  an.!  Aw  would 
not  Hay  "yo.."  Maftrrn  .IraK^nl  alon^^  in  il.i.  way 
until  WofMluanl  fimliy  took  the  huil  l.y  f!,,-  liuin.— 
nii-anini,'  the  p  nrral,  not  llilcn. 

For  oncf.  \U\vn  «ii.l  nor  arco.upany  lur  fatlirr  over 
the  (livisii.n  on  this  partieuhir  inspreti.»n  frii  .  W...,.!- 
ward,  theref(.re,  fouth!  the  p.n.ral  aloui-.  Ii«,  told 
him  hhintly  enough,  for  he  wan  not  a  n.un  ..  '  n  ^-reat 
deal  of  tineM.m— that  is  the  ven..r  of  .-iMlizatJon 
whieh  W.mdward  had  not  vet  h,.,  a  ;,!.!.•  to  ;„.,|nir. — 
that  he  love.!  his  dau^rhfer,  that  he  l»  Ijev,  d  .she  hn-ed 
him,  and  that  h«>  wished  t.,  niurrx  h-r.  (ontrui-v  to 
bi^  cxpeefation  the  old  man  did  not  exjjlodp.  Tho 
audacity  of  the  situation  aniiiM-d  tho  ^'eneral.  What 
was  the  use  of  losing;  one's  temper  over  I  he  prepos- 
tcrous,  the  impossihh? 

"  Have  you  ,«<poken  to  Miss  Uiouiitr'  he  asked. 
"  I  have,  sir." 

"I'm[»h!     Wliat  (li.l  .she  sav?" 
"  She—  well—" 

"  Did  slio  con.«ont  to  your  suit? " 
"  Wtdl,  no  sir,  not  .'xaetly." 
"  Did  she  consent  in  any  degree  whatever?  " 
"  I  must  admit  that — " 

■'•'  Then  you  have  no  evidence  at  all  to  hack  up  thi.-^ 
extraordinary  statement  that  .3he— cr—lov 
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"  Plenty,  air." 
"What  is  it?" 

"  Well,  sir,  I  think—" 

Kindly,      you  have  been  thinking  too  much      It', 
dangerous   espeeially  about  women.    I  Z  L     I 
know  all  about  your  career  and  I  h^ve  TlO' 
carefully  for  several      ars     I  .^  „         !        ^  ^''" 

you,  at  least  I  intended  t' do  raft'hf  fi°  f"°""' 
tunitv    Ki,f  .rr.  ,  '  ®'  ^°®  °^t  oppor- 

views  for  her  that-"  ''"''  ""■*'  "'"'  *'«''" 

tHeTo^trai'rs:*^:--^-'''^- ''-■'-''- 

reZk'"'"thltt'  f/r""'  """^'y'  "'  "•i'  'ri'o 

-i;:^rh^ht:?-^^^^^^^^^ 

necessarily  involve  her  marriage  wJtl,  V     "°*' "»' 
si,  I  >>  'uarnage  with  a  scoundrel 

"  Of  course  not,  sir,  but—" 

"I  shall  speak  plainly,  Woodward.    You  are  an 

enterprising  ambitious  young  man   whn  h 

Plished  much  and  wil,  accoif  prh  'mtl  m  re'Z 

ded  you  keep  your  head  and  behave  yo^r  eK  Zt 

.-u  are  not  ^  any  way,  shape,  or  form'  1^1^. 


.'-  /«\' 


^luaiMlV 
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some  dav  even  n'«A »     ;*  .     ^'  "^  ^""" 

''WhatI"  roared  General  Blount. 

"  TOi.-\  "  y""  understand?  " 

mv  hZ   f  """"'  *°  '"^  """  ^  »™'  •'i'l'er  give  up 
my  hope  of  promotion  or  of-Mi^s  Blount."  ^ 

"vo,7k^    '  "u      «>"'«t«d  the  general  manager 

you  have  no  hope  of  Mias  Blount,  sir!    TndTut 

iittle  of  promotion."  "'^ 

"  Pardon  me/'  said  Woodward  quietlv    "  T  cV,  ii 
never  give  up  hope  of  either"    ^    ^'         '^'" 
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nation,  sir!     I  will  have  a  time  check  made  out  for 
you  imniediatelj." 

"Xot  work  for  the  Trans-Continental!"  gasped 
Woodward.  "  Why,  I  began  with  the  roadl'  You 
can't  mean  it  I  I  have  never  worked  for  anytliing 
else.  I  know  the  road  as  well  as  you  do,  and  I  love  i^t 
better!    You  can't  mean  to  discharge  me!  " 

"  I  do  mean  just  that,  unless  you  give  me  your 
word  here  and  now  that  you  will  give  up  this  foolish 
and  ridiculous  pretension  to  my  daughter's  hand." 
*^'  I^ wouldn't  give  that  up  f.»r  the  whole  system!  " 
1^'  Very  good.    You  lose  both.    There  is  the  table." 
"Look  iiere,  sir,"  said  Woodward  stoutly,  "you 
are  the  general  manager  of  this  railroad  and  I  am 
only  a  conductor,  but  I  am  a  man  and  I  believe  you 
to  be  one.     We  boys  out  on  the  division  have  been 
proud  of  ycu  and  of  your  record  as  a  railroad  man 
and  your  older  record  as  a  soldier.    I  don't  think  anv 
of  them  would  be  proud  of  you  if  you  act  this  way. 
What  would  you  think  of  me,  of  any  man,  who  had 
an  ounce  of  ambition,  or  who  loved  a  woman  as  I 
ove  your  daughter—there  is  no  insult  to  her  in 
loving  her,  is  there  ?-if  I  allowed  you  to  bluff  me 
in  this  way  and  would  say  I'd  give  up  my  hopes  of 
the  young   lady— and    God   knows    they   are   few 
enough!— for  :he  sake  of  a  job?    What  would  you 
think  of  me?" 

"I'd  think  you  were  an  infernal  cad,  sir,"  ad- 
mitted the  old  general,  somewhat  impressed  bv  this 
presentation  of  the  case.  "  Well,  sir,  I'll  reconsider 
my  decision  in  part,  though  I  don't  often  do  it 


kl-ii_.:» 


^ 


The  Apotheosis  qf  JfooJward 


]43 

You  nod  not  hnv.  ,l,o  r^^iZT^i^l^^iiT^,"! 

don'M  "r""  ""'   l'""™''"  ^"'J   Woodward,    "  if  I 
Qon  t  believe  you." 

^"  What  do  you  mean,  sir? " 
I  don't  believe  vou'ro  thn  u^  7     e 
^vould  turn  ..  .In        '  "*^  ''^  ^  "•'•"  that 

mg  down  stream  in  a  scow  hut  VV  i  , 

too-  And  I  „..,„.o  .vo::;;,,":  ;  SZp  "  r 

bitions  as  Ion-  as  I  live  "  ^  ^  """'■ 
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Thereafter,    until    Woodward    was    changed    to 
the  valley  division,  Miss  Helen  Blount  did  not  ac- 
company her  father  on  hi.s  inspection  tours.     She 
wondered,  until  Woodward  found  mcan.s  to  convoy 
to  her  the  substance  of  the  interview.     The  old  gen- 
eral  did    not    mention    it.      There    was    something 
oimnous  in  his  mind  in  the  statement  which  the  con- 
ductor had  made  to  him  that  he  tiiought  Helen  was 
not  indifferent  to  him.     The  general  was  afraid  to 
pursue  any  investigations   in   that   direction.     He 
feared  what  he  might  find  out.    Ho  was  not  without 
a  shrewd  suspicion  that  his  daughter's  .spirit  matched 
his  own,  and,  like  a  prudent  soldier,  he  did  not  want 
an  unnecessary  clashing. 

Being  a  ^vise  man,  he  trusted  that  absence,  other 
scenes  and  companions  might  obliterate  impressions 
which  he  hoped  were  faint.     Some  women  would 
have  forgotten,  most  men  would  have  done  so    These 
were  a  different  pair.     Woodward's  determination 
increased  with  every  day  and  his  passion  kept  pace. 
Helen  admitted  to  herself  that  she  loved  him,  and 
once  that  admission  was  made  every  mental  objection 
was  swept  away.     There  are  elements  which  are 
harmless  and  innocent  when  kept  to  themselves  but 
which  immediately  explode  upon  contact.      Theae 
two  needed  but  to  touch  each  other  to  produce  an 
explosion  which  would  blow  the  general's  house  of 
cards  about  his  ears  irreparably. 


The  Apotheosis  qf  Woodward 


145 


That    ,„eh  camo.     A  yoar  after  the  scono  in  tho 
car,  JIol    ,    who  ha<i  ju.st  roturnrd  from  a  foreign, 
tour,  on  whict  she  had  boon  dospafchod  osfon^ihlv 
to  injprovc  hor  mind,  really  to  p„r^,o  her  heart,  in- 
«isted  upon  accompanying:  her  father  once  more  over 
the  hne,  and  the  general  in  a  weak  moment  alh>w.d 
1  .    The  valley  division  struck  off  at  right  angles  to 
the  main  line  at  the  beginning  of  the  mountain  <li- 
vision.     Woodward  got  off  the  "  pl„g  passenger  "  to 
which  he  was  assigned,  one  evening,  and  his  heart 
almost  ceased  its  beatinc:  as  his  glance  fell  upon  the 
general's  private  car.    Xot  that  the  private  car  itself 
was  a  thing  to  excite  a  lover,  but  the  shades  of  the 
windows  were  not  yet  drawn  and  in  the  brilliantlv 
lighted  little  drawing-room  he  saw  Helen  Blount, 
ihe  division  superintendent   came   out   of  the  de- 
spatcher's  office  at   the  same  moment  and  caught 
sight  of  Woodward.     Coming  rapidlv  toward  him, 
he  remarked:  "You're  just  the  man' I  want.     Are 
you  too  tired  to  take  out  Xo.  5?  " 

"Too  tired!  "  The  young  man's  heart  leaped  in 
his  bosom  at  the  chance.  He  had  just  come  in  from 
his  run  and  ordinarily  would  have  refused,  but  here 
was  an  opportunity  ho  had  never  hoped  for  "  Cer- 
tainly not!"  he  exclaimed;  -I  will  take  her  out 
gladly.    Wliat's  the  matter?  " 

"  Sylvester's  ill  and  I  have  no  one  to  send  but  vou 
Go  m  and  get  your  orders.   She's  been  here  twentv- 
five  minutes  already  "-he  hauled  out  his  watch- 


she'e-  due  to  leave  now. 
Woodward  turned  and 
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office.  The  division  suporintrndent  walked  down  the 
track  toward  the  general  raanagcr'a  car.  The  gen- 
eral met  him  at  the  door. 

"  Who's  taking  the  train  out?"  he  asked. 
He  know  that  Svlvester,  the  regular  conductor,  had 
been  taken  suddenly  ill  and  that  they  were  rather 
short  of  trainmen  at  the  division  from  various  causes. 
"Woodward,"    answered    the    division    superin- 
tendent, innocently;  "  he  has  just  come  in  off  his  own 
run  and  gladly  acceded  to  my  request  that  he  take 
you  over  the  mountain  division.     He  used  to  run  on 
the  division,  you  know." 

Neither  the  division  superintendent  nor  any  one 
except  the  parties  immediately  concerned  knew  why 
Woodward  had  been  transferred. 

"  Umph!  "  said  the  general,  "yes,  I  know.  On 
second  thoughts,  Smithson,  I  think  you  can  detach 
my  car  and  let  No.  7  take  it  over.  There's  less  than 
an  hour's  dilfercnco  letwecn  the  two  trains  anyway, 
and  it  \nll  give  me  a  little  more  time  here." 

It  happened  that  Xo.  7,  the  other  Trans-Conti- 
nental Avest-bound  train,  followed  Xo.  5  across  the 
continent  at  an  interval  of  about  half  an  hour.  The 
arrival  of  the  west-bound  passengers  at  the  eastern 
terminus  rendered  it  necessary  to  run  these  two 
trams  in  that  way  instead  of  having  one  a  morning 
and  the  other  an  evening  train. 

Helen  had  been  standing  by  her  father  when 
Smithson  entered  the  car,  and  the  general  felt  the 
ftart  she  gave  at  the  mention  of  Woodward's  name. 
He  was  determined  that  these  two  should  not  meet. 
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Under  the  circumstances  there  was  nothing  else  for 
the  general  to  do,  wlion  ho  heard  that  Woodward 
was  to  take  the  train  out,  but  to  delay  his  car  for  No. 
7.  lie  could  not  in  decency  object  to  Woodward's 
taking  the  train  over  the  division,  but  lie  could  de- 
tach his  car.  lie  would  have  stopped  over  a  day  at 
Diamond  Points,  the  division  terminns,  had  it  not 
Wn  imperative  for  him  to  reach  San  Francisco  as 
soon  as  possible.     He  did  the  next  best  thing. 

As  Woodward  came  out  of  the  despatcher's  office 
with  his  orders  he  saw  the  yard  engine  backing  up 
to  the  rear  of  his  train.  He  ran  down  there,  but 
there  was  nothing  that  he  could  do.  The  general 
nodded  and  smiled  satirically  at  him  from  the  plat- 
form. Resolutely  thrusting  herself  past  her  father's 
portly  fonn  until  she  could  see  the  rear  end  of  the 
train  from  which  the  car  had  been  drawn,  Helen 
also  nodded  and  smiled— not  satirically— at  him. 
After  a  year's  separation,  even  a  nod  and  a  smile 
counted  for  much.  Greatly  disappointed  at  the  cut- 
ting off  of  the  car,  but  cheered  nevertheless  by  the 
glimpse  he  had  caught  of  the  woman  he  loved,  Wood- 
ward gave  the  signal  for  No.  5  to  pull  out. 

The  train  was  a  double-header.  Going  west,  there 
were  some  very  heavy  grades  to  be  overcome,  to 
which  even  the  big  oil-burning  compounds  of  the 
division,  the  finest  passenger  engines  in  the  world, 
were  unequal.  The  train  was  a  heavy  one,  but  most 
of  its  occupants  were  through  passengers,  there  be- 
ing little  local  traffic  on  the  division,  and  having  once 
gone  throygh  the  long  line  of  cars,  there  was  little 
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to  distract  the  mind  of  the  conductor  from  »h 
ninsf  of  his  train.  o«ucior  from  the  run- 

In  that  and  in  the  knowledire  that  Heli-n  ni  . 
was  coming  along  rapidly  bchfnd  l^l  'nl'' 7"^ 
found  ample  food  for  reflection  T  T  .  ^*' 
Jniles  of    »,«  ;  '<?noction.     The  first  hundrod 

Mhi  siding  „..,':„  fC!C.ZTz'  '"":"''■ 

Mm  ten  n,i„u.ea  l„o.  bS  h    h'cl  itl"""" 
utes  to  make  the  sidinir     1,     "   ./    ''"'•''■'*''  ""■»■ 
on  account  of  the  ^r2^    "  '""'"  ""'«  «"  °*  ">»« 
Sometimes    when   wort   «,«-   r  u. 

Kine.     The  track  from  Hi™!"!  .o^!,;"  *'«'  I"" 

crookedct,  the  most  difficuTtlTd  d!„  """  """ 

on  the  system      A     ,'"™''«  «nd  dangerous  stretch 

iioth  epgmes  were  oil-burners  of  th«  m.  *  •  ^: 

.^e  to  .mett:!^:  EiruLttl^ 
a  long  distance  by  the  splendid  electrioTdtl 
a  miniature  searchlight,  in  fact.  "^'^''^tt- 

""  '"°  *"  '"'"'•  "i'iout  in.id«t  of  any  sort, 
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•ave  that  thov  ratlier  lost  timn  „. 
unu«ua  y  hcavv   trnin       -n  """"ni  01  «n 

J-  iica>>  tram.  Flicy  crossed  tie  dividi- 
about  twolvo  tniles  from  the  ,i,li„^  „t  1),,,,;  Tl  in 
order  to  iret  thrrn  in  ti™.  .1.  •  " 

iind  ,h„  ,     •  ■    ,  '*"•  ""K'ne*-"  '•P<n.d  up 

and  the  tram  racod  down  the  mountain.  lakinR  the 
curve,  a,  a  prodigious  ,peo.l.  The  head  engineer  and 
hreman  and  Woodward  intentiv  wa.ehed^he    rack 

hid  the  track  ahead  of  them  Woodward,  who  was 
Icanmg  far  out,  thought  he  detected  a  fain,  grayne" 
over  the  top  „f  ,he  mountain  on  a  shoulder  oTwlIh 

he  road  ran.  Ho  swung  back  into  the  cah,  touch  3 
t  e  cng,„eer  and  pointed.  The  man  nodded,  1 
»tan  ly  shut  off  the  .„eam  and  shoved  up  ,he  Z 
ve«mg  lever.     He  had  not  completed  the'e  mov  - 

iTgh  .hT  T  ""^  """•  '"'°™  •  ^"K"-'  Waze  of 
I'ght  .hot  into  view  upon  the  track  a  few  feet 
directly  in  front  of  them. 

pa's  7ZV'  l'"  ""f'''  """^  ■""" ''-  --J"-'  »o 
pass  at  Delhi  sidmg  five  miles  awav!     There  w«, 

aome  fnghtful  mistake  for  she  was  tu;ning  the  cu  v 

matched":?  -  "'"'","'^"  "'  "  ^P-'"'  -^-h  "I-""' 
matched  the.r  own.     Woodward  had  stepped  back 

between  the  cab  and  the  tender.  He  dropped  dow^ 
instantly  to  the  step  and  held  on  for  a  seco'nd  ZZ 
the  engineer  put  on  the  air.  Woodward  knew  the 
place  like  .  book.  The  road  bed  was  cut  ou  7f  the 
mount        ,„,,  ,    ,,  ^^^     ^^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  Jhe 

to  the  level  pound  was  covered  with  broken  rnok 
I  "Stay  on  the  engine  was  death.  To  jump  on  the 
broken  rock  wa,  death  al«,.    Woodward  had  ab^ut 
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a  iccond  to  dccido  what  he  must  do.     One  glance 
he  Mhot  ut  the  roaring  monster  hurling  itMc-lf  upon 
thm  in  n  hUm>  of  .lectric  light.    Then  hu  j„n.,K.d. 
iho  woman  who  he«itatt's  in  «aid  to  bo  lo^t  but 
why  the  problem  Hhould  Iw  eonHno.l  to  the  feminint- 
gender  in  not  obviou.s.     Kithtr  poHHJbilitv  of  tlu>  «itu- 
flt.on  wa.  enough   for  an  ordinary  man,   but  that 
moment  of  hositation  subjected   Wootlward  to  the 
perilH  of  both  of  them,  for  he  not  only  frll  on  the 
rocks  but  as  he  struck  ho  waa  in  the  nudst  of  the 
collision  as  well. 

The  torrifie  force  of  the  impact  demolished  the 
engine  of  tlu-  Limited  and  the  first  engine  of  No.  5 
The  tcn.ier  of  the  other  engine  which  was  also 
smashed  into  an  unrecognizable  mass  of  old  iron 
was  hurled  upon  him  where  he  lay  at  the  foot  of  the 
declivity.  The  Limited  contained  nothing  but  Pull- 
man cars,  consequently  No.  5  got  the  worst  of  the 
collision. 

The  baggage,  mail,  smoking  car  imd  two  coaches 
v.T3ro  shivered  into  splinters.  Even  the  first  two  or 
three  of  the  Pullmans  on  the  rear  end  were  badly 
damaged.  Woodward  was  not  conscious  of  this  or 
of  any  of  the  heartrending  st-encs  which  followed, 
for  the  oil  from  the  shattered  locomotives  speedily 
ignited  the  wreckage  and  the  helpless  passengers 
pinned  under  the  wreck  were  involved  in  a  terrible 
conflagration. 

As  the  conductor  leaped  he  heard  the  roar  of  the 
collision  and  the  broken  tender  of  the  second  engine 
ieU  over  upon  liim.     The  blaze  of  light  wMch  had 
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been  olwut  him  as  ho  jump,.(l  wan  imcccc.iU.d  bv  iu- 
tcn^o  darkncM  and  h..  kn.w  notliin^r  umw.     U.,v/ 
lon^  it  coiitituud  ho  fouKi  not  toll.     Inched,  ho  did 
n<»t  Hprculuto  upon  it,  for  his  HrHt  thought,  whon  oon- 
HciousnosH  returnod,  wa.  bin  duty.     Strango  to  .iv, 
ho  fidt  no  oMptxrial  pain.     IIo  found  bv  cautious  ei- 
reriniont  that  he  cuuhl  move  one  Ic.^  and  one  arm. 
']'he  others  appeared  to  bo  hold  down  by  something, 
what  it  wan  ho  oouhl  not  at  Hr^t  divino.     He  felt 
about  va^ruely  in  tho  darknoM«  with  both  free  moni- 
bor8,  and  discovered  at  la.st  that  ho  wan  Ivini?  not 
upon  tljo  rock.s  hut  upon  .-omothin^r  ^oft  and  stiekv. 
JIo  reasoned  .«lowIy  but  with  increasing  clearness.  IIo 
had  evidently  jumped  clear  of  the  embankment,  and 
M)mothing~~he  reco^ii/ed  what  it  was  presently- 
had  fallen  upon  him.     Li^.ht  came  to  him  a.  his  mind 
cleared,  from  the  bln/.inff  cars  upon  the  track  abovo 
him.     \ot  enouirh  to  enable  him  to  see,  however, 
but  eno«i^h  to  permit  him  to  realize. 

He  was  tho  conductor  of  that  train.     It  was  his 
train  and  ho  ou-ht  to  be  there;  then  flashed  into 
his  mmd  the  fact  that  No.  7  was  followin.tr  close  on 
his  heels— WJ.S  only  thirty  minutes  behind  himi  Tho 
wreck  had  occurre<l  just  at  the  apex  of  the  curve. 
It  conld  not  be  seen  from  the  other  side  bv  tho  ap- 
proaching: train,  unle..  the  liijht  from  the  bla.In- 
cars  m.^irht  ^ive  warning,  which  from  the  topography 
was  so  unlikely  as  to  be  almost  unthinkable.    It  was 
too  faint  a  possibility  to  be  depended  upon.    Ife  won- 
dered if  the  rear  brakeman  had  been  hurt,  and,  if  not 
if  he  had  done  his  duty  in  flagging  that  train.    While 
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thete  thought!  paised  through  hiii  mind  he  w»i  raak- 
ing  cflforta  to  free  hiniMjIf.  The  softneM  of  the 
ground  about  him  ho  dincovercd  to  bo  duo  to  water 
from  the  broken  tank,  which  had  flowlrd  the  iipot 
where  ho  lay.  Groping  about  he  found  a  pamgo  to 
freedom,  and  by  a  HUfMtrhuman  effort  ho  at  la«t 
hauled  himself  clear  of  the  n|ghtn  pinning  him 
down,  and  dragged  himatdf  , 
of  the  tender. 

He  realized  then  thaf 
from  hi«  waiat  down.      . 
His  face  had  been  swop!  'n  ti- 
tially  had  fallen  across  i.     i 
inhaled  the  flame.      Indtin, 

burned  to  death  had  not  th.  „.   .  ,._.  „„,„^ 

the  oil— fortunately  the  oil  tank  had  been  alm^ 
empty— and  fire  away  from  hiin.  As  ho  writhed 
along  the  ground  toward  the  blazing  wreck,  he  real- 
ized that  Helen  Blount  was  in  No.  71 

How  he  did  it  neither  ho  nor  any  one  else  ever 
knew.  He  crawled  up  the  bank,  finding  as  he  did 
so  that  one  of  his  arms  was  broken,  staggered  to  his 
feet,  and  started  down  the  track  in  the  direction 
whence  his  train  had  come.  Under  other  circnm- 
.stancea  he  could  not  have  walked  a  step— but  for  her 
he  could  do  the  impossible. 

As  he  passed  the  rear  Pullman  he  took  one  of  the 
lanterns  from  it  in  default  of  any  other  yignal.  He 
rounded  the  curve  and  staggered  on  to  the  entrance 
of  the  canon  through  which  the  track  swept  a  feov 
rodi  before  tie  curve  wat  reached.     There  waa  no 
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sign  of  the  brakeman.  For  .omo  reaaon  he  had 
failed  to  go  back  and  warn  the  train.  Woodward 
must  go  on.  "uvuiru 

Ho  was  in  groat  pain  now,  suffering  horribly.  His 
che,t  felt  as  if  he  had  been  beaten  to  a  pulp  ^th 
a  hanuner.  His  broken  arm  dangled  uselessly  by  hi, 
s.de^  Blood  trickled  into  his  mouth  from  where  he 
could  not  tell  and  nearly  choked  him.  The  pain 
in  h«  legs  and  body  caused  by  hi.,  bums  was  some- 
thmg  f„gh  ful.  Will  alone  kept  him  up.  Love 
alone  gave  h,m  strength.  To  stop  would  bo  to  die. 
He  kept  resolutely  on.    It  seemed  to  him  that  it  took 

up  the  track     It  was  well  that  he  did  so.     He  had 
lam  insensible  for  nearly  half  an  hour.     There  was 

1,1°'%'°..'"  '"''•  •'"''  "'  '"'  P'-'g"''  i"'"  the 
mouth  of  the  canon  he  heard  the  roar  of  No    7', 

locomotives.  Thank  God,  he  was  in  time  1  He' had 
JUS  strength  enough  to  lift  the  lantern,  wave  it  sev- 
eral times  and  then  fall  back  to  the  track 

The  engineers  of  No.  7  acted  promptly.     Thev 
brought  their  great  train  to  a  sudden  standstill,  with 
he  pilot  of  the  leader  just  touching  the  prostrate  fig- 
nre  of  Woodward.  It  was  about  ten  o'clock  at  night, 
^lost  of  the  passengers  were  aslee;       But  General 
Blount  and  his  daughter  happened  to  be  awake.    The 
general,  as  he  felt  the  air  put  on,  realised  rhat  some- 
thing was  wrong.  Bidding  Helen  wait  for  him,  he  ran 
to  the  door  of  the  car,  scrambled  down  to  the  track 
and  hastened  toward  the  head  of  the  train.  Helen  did 
not  wait    She  followed  her  father  and  joined  the 
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"What's  tho  matter?  "  nantrv]  fK« 
np  out  of  thn   1    I  .  ^  the  general,  comin- 

"  The  train's  been  flamred    «i'r  "  .  •  i   rv  , 
Who  .9  this?"  exclauncd  Ccnoral  liln.Z     , 

i-t..e„  Helen  .ppe„.a„„^;,^rf  "'""■''""'' 
.^J^hat  .sit,  father    Has  there  boe„_h,  ,, tat 

She  looked  down  on  tho  sonsele..  fio,,™  „f  „  „ 
h.s  elothin..  torn   to  shreds,   kU   U^^ITZ 

"  It's  Jfr.  Woodward !"  exclaimed  tho  rirl     "  3f  ^ 
God!    Is  ho  dead?"  *=  - 

"  Ifo   ma'am,  not  yet,"  said  tho  engineer   rivin. 

Zl^tV'  t  '"""^'  '"  '""  Srounland  t'ofr    5 

enoe  or        .'"      "  """■    ^^'  '^'"^  »»'  lo'o  I-er  pres- 
ence of  m.nd  yet-there  would  be  time  for  that  Zl 
Jatcr,  some  one,"  she  cried,  "a„d  whi.key!" 

de^  the  whtskey  from  the  seneral's  poeket-flask 
Between  the  two,  assisted  it  may  be  bylme  ;on. 
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sciousness  of  the  ovcnvholminff  nffoctiou  of  the 
woman,  whose  every  restraint  pave  wav  at  the  -ido 
of  her  lover  flying,  perhaps  dead,  in  her'arras,  Wood- 
ward (»pened  hi^s  eyi>8. 

"  Xo.  2  and  :»  are  in  the— ditcli— .m  the—ctirve  ^ 
he  whispered,  not  reeopmizin-  anybo<ly  in  the  bla;« 
of  iiglit.  "  My  order.,"  ho  continued,  endeavors-  to 
raise  hi.  hand.  He  would  fain  justify  himsolfV 
lore  he  (Jied,  he  fcdt. 

With  (,uiek  intuition  the  trainmen  realized  what 
he  meant  by  those  word-.  The  eunductor  kn.lt  <low„, 
thrust  his  hand  into  Woodward's  coat,  and  pulled 
out  his  last  train  order. 

"  Head,"  said  the  prostrate  man. 

"  Xo.  5  will  take  aiding  at  Delhi  siding  until  Xo 
2  passe.,"  read  Digby. 

"  I  obeyed  orders,"  said  Woodward,  in  weak  tri- 
mnph  -  They  need  help— yonder,"  he  gasped  out 
and  then  fainted  away. 

By  this  time  the  right  of  way  was  swarming  with 
excited  passengers. 

"  There  has  been  a  wreck;  thev  need  help,"  said 
the  general  promptly.     "  Everybody  go  forward  " 

He  himself  set  the  example  by  leading  the  wav 
This  time  Helen  did  not  follow.  She  had  moro 
pressing  business  close  at  hand.  Assisted  bv  the  two 
firemen,  an  improWsed  stretcher  was  rigged,  and 
presently  Woodward  awoke  to  consciousness  in 
llelen  s  own  dainty  bed  in  the  private  car.  There 
happened  to  be  two  physicians,  passengers  on  the 
train,  and  one  of  them  Helen  had  detained  to  assist 


mere  are  people  yonder,"  ho  xrasDoH   "K       • 
to  death.     Go  to  thn.n    f      n  T.  ^*^P^<^'     burninsr 

vju  lo  iiiein    for  God  s  RaL-of     v 
do  nothing  for  me  "  ^^"  <^"» 

ivith  lier.  She  knpiv  „„     i  ,    ^^  '''"'""'  •>«<•  'eft 

loved  l,im    sl  hJ  k"       rn  f  ''"""'-S  """  ^I" 
fitted  i.  a, J:::Ji7-«;H<'^...e.b.,U.a„,, 

-3  swept  awa,  i„  the  k^SJL  Z  Z7'''''-' 
war  too  late     Sh«  h,  yiuge  that  perhaps  it 

and  sou.  t hef^ane^  T  ''"",TI''  ""  ""  "-« 
itself  for  his  then   vet' tl  "''^  """"^  s'™"  "f^ 

do.    That  sen  e  o/i  „;„.  "rr,  ''°"''°="  ^'"'  -"" 
the  last  poi^ancv     "'"•"""  ,'«''P'<^3sness  which  adds 

the  suffering::;  „;:fr"  "•'■^''  ^  =°'"^'"p'^'^" 

vons  shock  which  Cdaff    77  '™'  ■■"'•    Tl-^  "«'■ 

«>ief  to  w„o<;:ist:'^:^„f ; -'7  ''-•"'»  °^ 

-expressible.     But  becauChe  ^  a  i"  T" 
gentleman  and  a  lover  bo  «r„  t         ""  """^  " 

control  himself  for  W    t  '"  ^'^  ^'  """W  to 

"  Oh  "Tv,        J  '*^''  """■«  than  his  own 

thin.toh:?;;:l:'"'^''"^^^-^<>-^.r.me- 
o-a'nd  riiUtar-a:i;\:s/^« '•«^- 


ed 


^  *vrtcK  with  the  niari";  cd  rcnuiJn^  ..f 

The  story  of  the  run  of  Vo  T  uiil,  ;, 
of  sufftTcr,   back  to   .h.    I    •  ' "'  "'"'"«» 

i-in-son  w.  ot  it'j:;r;.  ;:'■';-'"■''! 
™'>.;'Ka.w.i,oJ:t:.f:::r^r;;;f-^^^^ 

inp  filancc,  convinced  him  th«f  ,1,  ^ 

and  nothing  would  prevclTthc  *"""'  ""'  "P' 

.  prevent  the  marriage  to  whiVh  }i« 

:::r  ^""""""-'^  "pp"-''.  --^opt  t,.  dith :;  w 

indeeVthc  IT'f  '"'"  ^"'''"'  "'="■     ^he  division, 

-^ifieently  dramatic    ."  run  I!  r^:,,:? 'f"  ^ 
burned  fi^re,  wounded  ahnost  .    d^a"  ,     n  n™       ' 

Sr:!  ::e ;, ::  'vfrtoi''-,.''  ^^'■'■^•'  ""- 

undoubtedly  sayed   A'o    7  f^         7"''  '  •'"^""■'  """• 
wreck  of  the  .»),      :  ""  PI'^^S-'OS  into  the 

w™,M  t        ^  '"'°  "•'''"-^'  '"  "■'"<=t  case  there 

would  have  been  a  much  ..rcater  catastrophe. 

n  ra  1  ':r:r.  :■:^"^  «>--.  -•  ^hose  .est. 
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■-"- ^wiiiuuce,  too.   Tho 

em  railroad  men  were  keen.     They  knew  a 
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from  a  handsaw,"  and  that  Helen  Blount  loved  the 
heroic  conductor  was  plain  to  every  one  when  she  had 
gathered  hira  in  her  arms  in  front  of  the  pilot  on 
that  eventful  night.    Everybody  wondered  what  the 
old  general  would  do.     The  old  general  rose  to  the 
occasion.    Woodward  had  been  unconscious  or  deli- 
nous  for  a  long  time,  but  so  soon  as  he  recovered 
sufficiently  to  understand  what  was  going  on  about 
hira,  the  general  and  liis  daughter  came  to  see  him 
The  girl  insisted  on  .oeing  hor  lovor  first  and  alouo. 
Woodward's  first  ciuestion  hud  been  for  the  safety 
of  No.  7  and  the  woman  lie  loved.     The  nurses  had 
given  him  ample  assurance  upon  both  points      If 
he  had  needed  any  more,  the  presence  of  Helen 
Blount  was  enough.    She  had  been  warned  and,  in- 
deed, she  realized  from  her  faithful  attendance  upon 
her  gallant  lover  while  he  had  been  unconscious  in 
the  hospital,  that   he  must   not  be  excited.     She 
wanted  to  let  him  know  her  feelings,  however,  and 
when  she  knelt  down  beside  his  cot  in  the  private 
room,  that  he  might  more  easily  see  her,  or  that 
she  might  get  nearer  to  him,  she  bent  her  lips  to 
his  thm,  scarred  hand  lyin^j  on  the  cover. 

"Is  that  the  best  you  can  do?"  he  whispered. 
Then  she  kissed  him  upon  the  lips. 

"  Does  that  mean " 

"  It  means  anything  you  wish— if  you  will  only 
live  and  get  well-for  me,"  she  said,  and  then  her 
father  entered  the  door.  He  sighed  deeply  as  Helen 
rose  to  her  feet  in  some  confusion.  But  he  was  a 
good  loser  after  all. 
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Woodward,"  ho  said,  "  voii  uniM  pot  well  no'v. 
I  have  juMt  made  you  snporintrnd.nt  of  tl„.  immiUum 
division,  vice  Smithson  transferred.  Will  vmi  t  iko 
tlip  position?" 

"  Docs  the  lady  go  with  the  job?  "  asked  the  sick 
man. 

The  general  looked  at  Helen  an.l  Helen  looked  at 
the  general. 

"  Yes,  I  go,"  said  the  girl  softly. 
"  Yes,  she  goes,"  echoed  the  general,  reluctantly, 
It  must  be  admitted. 

"I  accept,"  said  Woodward,  smiling  up  at  the 
pair. 
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Miss  Abi'ffail  an<l  AfJaa  ni  -r 
■-ne  ,„„ol,   „.  be  ,|„  ,  J':;""  "^      •■''"'''"'■" 

past  a„.i  „.,h  liU      ,.1'  fl^^V    ;"""-^     ■'""' 
«-a8  laupMor,  saictv  itself  Thilippa 

i.or  ancctry   he,,.,  t,'  .^ '"/J  '"'f  -""""'i  "P 
efforts    fn/,l,„  ir  '^''''•'■'  '''•«P't«  her 

.ho  ":;!:„,  :"r'""'"'r  '""■ '—  -'.w  «,„,,„. 
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to  VifKinia,  having  prrvioimlv  taken  to  wifti  a  daugh- 
ter of  titip  of  tlip  «tornf«t  mul  nio*t  rigorous  of  tho 
followrrn  of  tin-  (Jrmr  J»rotprtor.  Tho  lover,  Hke 
lovp,  will  go  where  ho  k  nent;  and  dashing  Oeorgo 
Ilerondine,  to  the  great  UMtoniHhnunf  o(  all  who 
knew  hirn,  hod  U'en  »ent,  in  Mome  inysteriour  way, 
straight  into  the  arni.H  of  MiHtresM  Abigail  Prynford 
~a  rollicking  hlade  in  a  Turitan  heart! 

The  first  lady  of  IlerouHhaw  Hall  had  a  difficult 
tBMk  to  preserve  her  dignity  and  adhere  to  her  prin- 
ciples in  the  society  of  the  bluflP,  roygtering,  gallant 
Herondine  she  had  nuirried.  That  she  had  done  so 
attested  the  strength  of  her  character  and  her  devo- 
tion to  her  creed.  She  controlled  herself,  luit  tiiere 
«he  stopped  perforce.  Nature  is  freakish.  The 
little  Ilerondines  that  came  in  regndar  succession  to 
the  strangely  mated  couple  at  Heronshaw  partook 
of  the  character  of  the  weaker  vessel  rather  than 
of  the  stronger.  They  were  all  Tlerondincfl  from  tho 
bone  out. 

Two  hundred  years'  incumbency  by  such  a  family 
would  waste  a  principality.  When  George  Ileron- 
din-,  the  seventh,  died  in  tho  fifties,  the  last  male 
of  his  race,  his  patrimony  was  gone.  He  left  to 
his  two  daughters,  sole  issue  of  his  marriage,  little 
but  the  family  home,  the  ground  on  which  it  stood, 
a  few  black  servants,  and  t!io  recollection  of  tlie 
past  glories  of  his  house  to  live  up  to. 

Tn  all  the  long  line  of  descendants  of  the  first 
George  and  his  Puritan  wife  there  was  but  uno.  who 
in  any  way  partook  of  the  characteristics  of  the  pro- 
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genitri»<.«  of  the  fumily.  Xo  onn  ^Im  knew  the  two 
young:  women,  thiw  \vit  to  tlic>rii,wlv'i'H  urtimdy, 
could  umU.r«tan<l  Mi..M  Abigail  lCorondin'».  The 
memory  of  thi.  Puritun  had  iM-cn  nntiirully  lo.^f  „,ivo 
for  unliquariunH  who  di'lightid  to  .hlv.'in  fnmilv 
hiMtorie^  und  MisH  Ahiguil,  thon.foro,  rpn.niiusl  a 
family  mystery,  a  umiul  cnigiiia,  an  ataviMiic  an- 
ochronium  in  her  present.  She  had  even  eonnected 
herself  with  the  Pre.hyterinnM— the  Hr«t  Ilerondino 
out  of  "  The  Chupeh  "  in  two  hundred  y.-arHf 

Not  only  wan  there  a  disparity  in  temperament  be- 
tween the  two  women,  but  there  was  a  great  differ- 
*-nce  in  agt*  as  well.  Mig»  Abby  wa«  fifteen  when 
MisM  Philippa  wa*  born.  At  the  titne  of  this 
story  Mitw  Philippa  was  twenty  and  Miss  Abbv 
thirty-five.  Miss  Abby  was  tall,  largely  built,  and, 
had  there  been  any  gentleman  ungallant  enough  in 
the  Old  I)oniini.)n  ho  to  eharaeterize  a  ladv,  nho 
might  have  been  deseril>ed  truthfully  enough,  m 
gaunt,  not  to  .say  rawlmned.  For  the  rest,  few  could 
mistake  her  character,  none  her  breeding. 

Miss  Philippa— well,  Miss  Philippa  was  delicious. 
Aliss  Abby's  dark  hair  was.  an  straight  as  an  Indian's, 
^fiss  Philippa's  golden  locks  curled  ns  naturally 
n.s  a  tendril  does.  Mi.-?s  Abby  was  grim,  severe,  un- 
approachable as  well  as  unexceptionable.  The  few 
servants  left  at  Ileronshaw  stood  in  deadly  awe  of 
her.  Miss  Philippa  they  adored.  Her  old  mammy 
fairly  worshipped  her.  It  was  not  known  whether 
Miss  Abby  had  an  old  mammy  or  not.  But  Miss 
Abby  was  yet  a  very  woman,  and  she  loved  Miss 
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Philippa  M-ith  a  passionate  dovotion,  fho  greater  be- 
cause her  mental  habit  was  one  of  repression,  which 
did  not  allow  her  to  manifest  that  lov-  as  a  nioro 
sympatiietic  an<I  open  nature  mig^it  have  done. 

Miss  Philii)pa's  frivolity  was  a  constant  source  of 
grief  to  her  older  sister;  and  ^fiss  Abby's  ri^nd  idc-as 
of  duty— a  much  ^^rcater  word  in  her  vocaI,uhu-v 
than  love!-^ompelled  her  to  make  this  disapproval 
known;  information  that  Philippa  met  with  kisses 
and  entwinini,'  clasps  and  merry  lau;xhs.  There  was 
room  for  but  two  passions  in  the  older  woman's 
breast— love  for  Philippa  and  for  the  doing  of  dutv 
all  the  time.  At  least  so  :\[iss  Abigail  thought  until 
the  advent  of  David  Graham. 

David  was  twenty-five  years  old.  Ho  told  ;Mis3 
Abby  that  he  was  thirty-one.  He  was  the  son  of  -i 
distant  connection  of  the  family,  with  excellent  man- 
ners, a  handsome  person,  an  I  a  manly  bearing,  set  off 
by  education,  expensive  and  adequate.  Ilis  morals- 
well,  his  statement  to  Miss  Abby  about  his  age  is  an 
indication  as  to  what  they  were.  Not  that  he  was 
vicious  or  depraved.  Quite  the  contrary.  With  a  c  :)a- 
city  for  sudden  splendid  action  on  rare  occasions,  he 
was  yet  hopelessly  weak.  AVhen  to  his  weakness  was 
added  a  faculty  for  engaging  the  affections  of 
women,  which  often  goes  with  such  a  character,  no 
more  dangerous  person  could  have  been  introduced 
into  the  placid  Eden  in  which  Miss  Philippa  dwelt 
with  her  sister  of  the  flaming  sword  of  conscience, 
vainly  angeling  at  the  outer  gate. 

Men  as  well  as  women  were  susceptible  to  the 
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charm  of  Daviil  CJrahaiirs  plau^il)le  personality.  For 
instanco,  the  young  man  .sccunHl  monoy  easily — best 
test  of  his  attractiveness — and  spent  it  m.ire  easily. 
He  had  gone  through  his  own  patrimony.  Tie  had 
borrowed  from  all  his  friends.  Wherever  he  so- 
journed h(  lefl  a  lot  of  debts  besi<les  a  breaking  heart 
or  two.  He  had  fled  from  creditors  many,  and 
women  not  a  few,  to  hide  himself  for  a  time  among 
the  mountains  of  the  seiiuestered  valley  in  which 
Ileron^haw  stood  loftily  dominant — in  memory  at 
least — of  the  surrounding  country.  He  had  vaguely 
recalled  his  feminine  connections  when  he  pitched 
upon  that  place  of  rustication,  and  when  he  reached 
the  [lall  the  situation  appealed  to  him  directly. 

For  him  to  see  a  woman  was  to  make  love  to  her. 
He  had  a  passion  for  the  sex.  Here  were  two  rep- 
i-escntatives.  He  made  love  to  ^[iss  Abby  openly, 
to  ^liss  Philippa  quietly,  deftly  keeping  each  in 
ignorance  of  the  other.  He  would  amuse  himself 
with  both.  It  flattered  his  pride  to  be  able  to  do 
this.  By  and  by  he  fell  really  in  love  with  Miss 
Philippa,  so  far  as  it  was  in  him  to  love  any  one. 
But  he  did  not  neglect  ^liss  Abby  on  that  account. 

The  passion  for  duty  and  the  passion  for  Miss 
Philippa  had  to  make  a  place  in  ^liss  Abbv's  flintv 
breast  for  a  passion  for  David,  again  a  feeling  not 
the  less  intense  because  she  gave  little  outward  evi- 
dence of  it.  And  to  do  him  justice  Graham  hardly 
realized  to  what  degree  his  trifling  had  warmed  that 
glacial  heart.  He  had  so  lightly  given  her  so  little 
from  his  point  of  viev*-,  that  he  did  not  dream  how 
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much  it  meant  to  her,  whose  habit  and  whose  misfor- 
tune it  was  to  give  litth^  outward  expression  jot  to 
M  deeply.  He  thought  too  much  about  Miss 
Phihppa  to  think  greatly  about  Miss  Abby.  It  was 
David's  misfortune  ever  to  imagine  himself  hojx- 
Icssly  in  love  with  the  present  object  of  his  vagrom 
attention.  He  lived  in  successive  states  of  ecstatic 
emotion.  lie  was  ready  to  go  to  the  last  limit  in 
any  of  his  ephemeral  passions,  while  thev  lasted. 

One  morning  Miss  Abby,  leaving  her  room  for  the 
day's  duties,  was  handed  a  note  by  old  black  Asa,  tlie 
major-domo  of  the  diminished  household.  The  an- 
cient butler  stated  to  his  mistress  that  he  had  been 
ordered  by  Miss  Philippa  to  give  it  to  her  when  she 
awakened.  Such  an  occurrence  was  unusual.  ^Uhb 
Abby  questioned  the  butler  further. 

"When  did  :\riss  Philippa  give  it  to  you,  Asa?" 
"Late  las'  night,  Miss  Abby,  aftuh  you  was  in 
baid,  ma'am." 

With  deep  foreboding,  Miss  Abby  turned  away 
from  the  old  man,  went  into  the  library  and  opened 
her  letter.  Philippa  and  David  Graham  had  run 
away!  They  were  going  to  Richmond  where  they 
would  be  married,  then  to  New  York,  and  so  for 
a  time  out  of  Miss  Abby's  life.  "  David,"  wrote 
Philippa,  "  begs  your  forgiveness.  He  knew  that 
you  would  never  consent  to  my  marrying  him,  and 
he  pretended  to  make  love  to  you  in  order  that  vou 
might  not  notice  us.  He  knows,  of  course,  that  you 
saw  through  his  trifling  and  that  you  did  not  care." 
"Thank  God!"  was  Miss  Abby's  first  thought, 


The  Reparation 


167 


"  that  I  never  betravcd  what  I  felt  for  hira.  That 
he  docs  not  know " 

Miss  Abby  did  not  phraso  it  further,  but  she  might 
have  completed  the  sentence  thus:  That  he  did  not 
know  her  heart  was  broken,  her  soul  crushed,  more 
by  the  fact  that  he  had  used  her  to  cover  another 
love  affair,  by  the  consciousness  that  her  love  had 
been  given  him  honestly  in  answer  to  his  play,  than 
by  the  defection  of  Philippa. 

There  was  nothing  that  ^liss  Abby  could  do  ex- 
cept suffer  in  silence.  There  was  no  comfort  to  Ito 
found  for  a  wound  like  this,  but  she  bad  the  courage 
to  make  no  moan  nor  outbreak.  She  wove  again 
the  threads  of  her  dailv  life,  but  this  time  alone. 
There  was  naught  but  shadow  at  Ileronshaw,  sun- 
shine was  gone  from  it  and  for  Miss  Abby  as  well. 

Nor  did  sunshine  return  when  Miss  Philippa  came 
back.  She  had  gone  away  in  the  springtime;  it  had 
come  again,  a  second  summer  had  passed,  and  it  was 
winter  once  more.  One  night  it  stormed.  !Miss 
Abby  sat  alone  in  the  library,  her  Bible  in  her  lap, 
open  but  neglected,  tj'pical  of  Miss  Abby's  condition. 
She  was  dreaming  as  even  the  sternest — thank  God! 
— may  sometimes  dream.  Into  her  iron  soul  was 
borne  the  consciousness  of  a  footstep  upon  the  gal- 
lery outside.  She  listened.  A  hand  fumbled  at  the 
slats  of  the  shutters  that  covered  the  long  French 
windows.  Miss  Abby  rose  and  lifted  the  lamp.  The 
light  showed  her  a  woman's  face,  ghastly  white  be- 
hind the  leveled  slats,  as  of  a  prisoner  without  hope 
staring  through  bars. 
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Tho.o  had  "on  'r  "''  ""'  "'  ''"  "■™""^"""- 
There  w  s  „1  ]";„  rr""'  "  """f-'^-rasure. 
«nil,..,l  „„  ,  1*  ™f '"  '''«  P-«™t.    She  habbled  and 

oven  the    wo  °  I  "'""  t'"'  "'  """''"S  with  not 

Ou..„r:,f;    ~;/^«--».-nhereha.. 

'lie  was  nothing  '^      ""  "'""  "'"'  ™ontalIy 

one"';!::;:;:: '";?''''•"■■' '-  *'•- "--  '-'-^^  of 
and  th:r:t -n  r;;;:;:;:/n,:t  -''f  ^^^''^■' 

«od,  He  ..id'h:::  :r:  ::j-;-^^^^^^^  ^han. 

fro„,  31 ;  Ph  ila         "'^  "  ■"''  '""'  '"'•'•-'i  i'  <•« 
supervc    n«  f  ™       T'"""  '"  *'"  ''^"""™>  "^  ""^ 
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:'0SHe.sio„,   HatiKv,   in.lifr..vnc..,    hatrnl,   dc.erlionl 
iVna  u  woiDun  s  «'\|»iati()ii. 

TlHTo  wtT,.  wl,is|„.r.  ,vlm.|,  ^-.-ew  an,l  ^rrw  „„,il 
i\n-y   wcT,.  CT,..,I   ,„.„„   ,1...   |.„„„,„,,,.   „,^.^^.   „.^. 
"'■imne.  covert   ,„„1   „p,.„;   ,h„,,   ,,,.,„  ,uspi,.i.,„s 
«-i.,c,  .u«u,„<.d   ,1„.  f„rc.„  ..f  ..crtain.v  n,,,,,,,.  „,„ 
P<|op)o   round  ab.,u,,   l.„t   .,„  „„„  ^,,^,,,.^   j,.^^ 
Ab  ,.v.     M,,  devoted  l.erself  ,„   ,1,,.  ,„,,  „f  j,;^, 
1 1'.  ...,.a  as  .f  the  w„„u,„  who  l.ad  be,.,,  wife  and 
inulber  were  indeed  a  el.ild.  Vainly  she  sought  to  dc- 
V.  oi.  n«a,n  the  b-„,„rin.  re.nains  „f  .Mi.s  Phil  ^.al 
.   .    eet      Over  and  over  with  a  pati.  nee  that'  la. 
d  to  th,nk  on  she  ,a„«l,t  .Mi.,  ,.,,i,i,,„„  ,,„ 
ktte.s,  for  .nstanee.   X„  n.ore  sternne.s.,  „„  n'ore  re- 
pr.  vings,  no  more  warnings,  ean.e  frou.  Ilis3  Abbv 
A  keen  observer  mi^ht  have  said  that  after  a  ti.no' 
the   hou.-e  afcam  contained  snnshine  and  shadow 
tlu  t„,e  Mtss  Abb.y  was  the  snnshinc^a  fierce  bh.  ^ 
U  died    y  anger   fed  by  desire,  yet  ever  gentle  ,o 
JUi»3  Phihppa,  .,mte  unconscious  of  it  dl 

JXiss  Abby  still  lived  for  two  things,  for  Mis,  Phi- 
l.ppa,  as  she  had  ulway-  lived  for  her,  and  for  re- 
venge  upon  David  Graham.  Miss  Philippa  gave  her 
httle  mental  oee.jpation;  she  was  not  so  great  a  stin- 
ulus  to  her  „,md  as  an  intelligent  dog  might  have 
d  i^  f  "'  M.SS  Abby  practically  lived  alon'e,  with  a 
desire  for  some  requital  upon  the  man  who  had 
rumed  the  hve,  of  the  two  women 

M,ss  Abby  was  as  mad  as  Miss  Philinpa.     She  pon- 
dered over  the  pages  of  the  Old  Te;tament'just  as 
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the  ironside  cavalry  ha<l  been  wont  to  do  two  hun- 
drid  and  fifty  ycurs   b.fore.      Kvery  denunciatory 
clause  found  an  cclio  in  licr  heart.     An  eye  for  an 
eye,  a  tooth  for  a  t«)«)th,  evil  for  evil,  blow  for  blow— 
«o  her  gospel  was  written.    She  prayed  day  after  day 
for  its  consummation.     A  dcHiro  to  compas.s  it  was 
her  obsession.     Tho  more  powerful,   the   more  in- 
tense, the  more  tremendous,  was  this  feeling  becausf? 
Hhe  gave  no  outward  sign  of  it.     She  only  waited. 
She  stayed  quietly  at   home   with    Phijippa,   whose 
every  mindless  laugli  pricked  on  her  resolution. 

Then  civil  war  burst  <.ver  thv  land.    Xo  spot  in  tho 
country  was  more  fought  over  than  the  fertile  val- 
ley in  which  Ueronshaw  stood.     The  quiet  strip  of 
country  became  the  granary  <.f  armies.    :Miss  Abby^^ 
patriotism  was  unbounded.     She  discovered  that  sho 
loved  Virginia  with  a  force  that  she  had  not  realized 
until  the  demand  was  made  upon  her.    Battles  raged 
about  her  house.     Armies  marched  in  front  of  her 
door.     Wounded  and  ill  craved  her  attention.     Sho 
did  not  refuse  succor  to  the  men  in  blue,  but  her 
heart  went  out  to  the  stricken  men  in  gray.     The 
Union  troops  respected   her,   and   the  Confederate 
soldiers  adored  her.     So  she  lived  on  umnolested  by 
either  side,  impartially  ministering  to  everyone  in 
trouble,  yet  with  her  heart  fixed  in  its  allegiance  to 
the  flag  that  was  barred  rather  than  to  that  which 
was  striped. 

Summer  in  1864.  The  men  in  gray  had  been 
fought  to  a  standstill.  The  end  was  evident  to  ofH- 
cers  and  men.    Weaker  souls  desert  the  losing  battle. 


Mi*.' 


The  Reparation 


171 


With  stern  determination  the  braver  hearts  ntrovc  in 
vain  to  check  the  abandonment  of  the  eauHe  bv  those 
who  lacked  the  fortitude  that  sustains  defeat*^.  The 
way  of  a  deserter,  if  he  were  caught,  was  hard. 

Mi>3  Abby  was  standing  on  the  high  pillare.i  porch 
scanning    the    white    road    before    her.     Suddenly 
through  the  hedge  upon  the  other  side  o.'  the  road 
a  figure  crawled.     Her  eye  was  attracted  to  it.     A 
man  rose  cautiously  to  his  feet,  stared  up  and  down 
the  road,  then  darted  across  it  an<l  plunged  into  the 
neglected  undergrowth  bordering  what  remained  of 
Ileronshaw.     Again  he  waited,  watchful.     I-.nding 
himself  unobserved,  he  slunk  thrr.ugh  the  grass  under 
the  trees,  and  stopped  before  the  Hall.    He  had  been 
wounded;  there  was  a  long  scar  across  his  face,  and 
his  cheek  was  caked  with  dried  blood.     He  was  a 
handsome  man,  whose  face  and  mouth  were  hidden 
by  a  mustache  and  beard.     He  wore  a  sergeant's 
chevrons  upon  his  sleeve. 

^^  "  For    God's     «ake,     Miss »      He    stopped. 

"Ma'am,  won't  you  please  help  me?"  he  went  on 
entreatingly. 

Miss  Abby  knew  him  at  once,  in  spite  of  his  beard 
and  the  change  that  years  of  hard  living,  and  hard 
campaigning  perhaps,  had  wrought  in  him.  She 
schooled  herself  into  absolute  immobility.  He  had 
intended  to  make  himself  known  to  her,  but  after 
his  first  glance  at  her  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
she  had  not  recognized  him,  and  he  decided  that  he 
would  remain  unknown  as  the  better  part  >f  discre- 
tion. 
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'  I  am  alvvay.H  r.'a.ly  to  lu-lp  ..ny  lovnl  ...Mi..,.  ,,!.» 
Nv.-ar.  that  unifnnn,"  .ai.l  Mi..  Ahhy  culmly. 

1  H.r..  wuM  u  .„c|.|,.„  pattcT  «f  l,.,of.H  far  .l,»wn  th.. 
r|>a«I.     I  lu.  man  and  wo.nar,  hotl.  lu-ar.l  it  at  tho  «am« 

''  %  <-..!!  "  ho  Hni.I,  -  th.y  nro  after  mel  » 
Arr  thry  Fcdrral  troops T' 

cavlji'''  "'"'"'""^  '''"  '"""'  '••^•'^''"»^^^''  "«"*•  «^v« 
"What!    Then  von  art^ 
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^  A   ,h..,.rtor,      clr.s|,..ratoly.      -  For   (Joel's  Make, 
i""an.,  iM.h.  Mu.  Honu-whore,  unl.s.  yon  ui.h  to  .soo 

me  .hot  h.T..  on  this  ,,„r,.h.     [  ho^  von  for " 

He  .nten;h.l  to  .„y  ''For  Philippa'.s  .ako,"  l,nt 
iUisH  Ahhy  intcrrnptcd  him. 

"  I  will  holp  y„„,"  „1k.  ^^11^  u  (.^^j^^,  „ 
The  h'n:,...rin<,^  remains  of  doconey  in  tho  man 
«'noto  hnn.  L.kc  all  eharaetors  who  are  not  wholly 
bad,  who  are  simply  weak,  ho  conld  rise  to  the  meas'- 
ure  of  obh^ration  sometimes.  He  followcl  her  into 
tho  honse,  therefore,  and  so  soon  as  he  was  concealed 
trom  outside  view  ho  stopped  her. 
"  Miss  Abby,"  he  said,  ''  I  am— » 

,,  "/  ^"^^^  ''^''^  y^''  ^'^r  «aid  the  woman  quietly 
I  knew  y.  u  as  soon  as  I  saw  you.    Come,  you  have 
no  time. 

sakof"''    ^"^    "■"'    ''"'    ""=-f''^-f»'    Ptilippa's 

"  What  I  do  I  do  for  her." 

"Where  is  Phiiippa?" 

"  I^ead— to  yon,"  answered  Miss  Abby  slowly. 
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K.r,u„..,..l,  ,.,,ili,,,,„  „,„  ,,„  „,,,,,, 
ro.  k,  «!,..„.  .1,,,  „„,  „.,„,,  ,^^    ,      ^  o 

l'l"'k  ■..,..„,„,  „..  „  ^,„„r,l.     If  „,|\.  Mi„   u  I  ' 

?::::;;;;:;:'""" ' -"■■tv),:::r,:';: 

"Mi,.  Al,l,v,"  .„i,|  „„.  ,„„„,  ,„i,i      ,„        

"  I  know,"  gai.l  i|i.„  AI.I.V.    ••  fi„  i„  ,,,.„     -n 

iTom  tl.oro  vou  can  not  to  tlic  ro„f." 
'  "nt  if  f|„.  .soldiers  come?" 
"I  will  kocp  thorn  off.    Vo„  n,.cM!  not  four  " 

cnllv  "  a.  I  »iinmp-f:ic,.(l   man   im„„g,,ti- 

the  rtolo  can,,  has  s„„.,  ,„  ,„„„,,  .„„,__';;■"'  '"" 
woma!."'    "■""    '""    ""'"''-''■"    ■»"-P'eJ    .be 

tried  to  break  awav."  J    *     «  n  i 

«'  r  ,.^-n  ,1 1    !  ^ 

ni  for  ■«■"'•  " 


the  door  and  h 


avin<r  hii, 


you,"  she  said,  cl 


OSUll^ 


^\^»^n  the  patrol  of  ouvah,,  .,.,,. 
for  deserters,  which  ha<l  l,een  hot 
A7  "P  ^^^^'•e  the  great  door  of 


ry,  scouring  the  count 


rv 


"pon  hid  trail, 
Iloronshaw,  Alisa 


^3  read^  fur  them.    Without  a  com'punJtion 
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she  told  thrm  that  Aw  hml  «o<»n  tlio  dnaortir,  that  bo 
hue!  croMMcd  the?  road  und  gonu  on.  Su'*h  \vii««  hflr 
reputation  that  no  man  drcanii-d  of  qiu^ntloninK  '»**'* 
atatomont.  Tho  orti<«'r,  \*h(»  had  I'xporli'ncid  hor 
hospitality,  an-pptpd  hrr  wordn  without  h(  sitation. 
IIo  li»d  lii<4  men  uwa.v,  and  wlicn  they  had  ^uxw  Minn 
Ahhy  wont  upstair-*  and  uummr  nrd  (iraham  from  tho 
roof. 

"  You  aro  safo  now,"  she  said,  **  they  have  gone 
up  tho  roa<l." 

"  Did  you  tell  tlu'm " 

"  I  lifd  to  them.  1  told  thorn  v-mj  vvcro  not 
here." 

"Ood  blosHVou,  Mis«  Abby!"  frii'd  tho  n»an,  seiz- 
ing her  hand  an<l  lifting  it  to  hi;*  lips. 

Tho  woman  suffered  him  without  a  change  o£ 
countenance. 

"You  aro  tired?" 

"  Desperately." 

"  And  hungry? " 

"  I  have  eaten  nothing  since  early  yestenlay  morn- 
ing. I  had  no  sleep  all  night.  They  hunted  mo  like 
a  runaway  nigger,  curse  them!" 

"  Come  in  here."  She  threw  open  a  door.  "  This 
is  my  room.  You  will  be  safe  here,  undisturbed. 
No  one  enters.    I  will  bring  you  something  to  eat." 

She  ministered  to  him  like  an  angel.  She  washed 
and  bound  the  wound  upon  his  face.  She  brought 
him  the  best  that  the  ravages  of  war  had  left.  The 
Inst  bottle  of  wine  of  rare  old  vintage,  which  had 
remained  oonomlpd  in  tho  opllar,  she  crave  to  hini. 


. '^'f^^  If epff ration  j^^ 

lie  iKx-anu^  mor,.  like  hi.  oU\  ...|f      am  ,.:"  ,      I'  '""• 
ramp  Imi.L-  ♦     i-  a  ''*»1 '»»h  fufH-i nation 

-.  lH.vo,„l  -lo^ri  ,„%.""  "■"  '"  '""  •■^' "" 
'l'«t  -l">  :.till  l„v..,l  ,|,i """:';•■""  ■•■■•l."rr..p 

liand  must  do  the  deed      V  .  '^  '*''" 

Sho  Ii..tenc<l  to  hin..     She  allov.d  l.in.  to  rnn.hle 

ire  would  n.ake  ,ovo  t!  f  Llllln::^::!  ^li^ 
-o  foot  wore  in  the  .rave,  nhe   tlH>u,.h  "^ f 

She  loathed  him.  vet  she  linirorrd     m  "'^^  ''Iv. 

time   wifh   hi.u    and  at    „T      *    ^^''\'^''^'  «  ^^^ff 
"im,   ana  at   last    relnetantlv    uithdreu- 
.'Hid  bade  him  rest.     Fometful  ..f  I.  "        '"""^*^^^ 

l,.^f  I  •       I       ,  '^"r^otiui  ot  iier  HO  soon  as  mIi« 

"i:ot::,:;z!;;;;:':;;rr''"^''""'''^''^ 

OneTf  1  '■  ''"''/""-^  """'"  "P  '-  """'l  '"  kill  him 


:  I. 


■;  1-1 


Jrp-pointcj,   keen-edgod,   T^hri 


o   rajMrr, 
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that  one  of  hor  ancestors  had  bought  in  Spain  when 
he  went  liither  with  young  Charles  I.  on  his  mad 
escapade.  She  would  wipe  out  the  disgrace  that  had 
jcen  put  upon  hor  family,  the  death  of  that  child,  the 
wreck  of  hor  sister's  life,  her  own  humiliation,  with 
that  bright  and  treasured  blade.  So  soon  as  she 
satisfied  herself  that  he  was  asleep  she  went  down- 
stairs to  the  library  and  fetched  the  weapon. 

He  was  lying  slightly  upon  his  side  witli  his  arm 
thrown  back,  his  throat  exposed.  She  would  drive  it 
home  there.  She  lifted  the  sword  awkwjirdly,  ono 
hand  on  the  hilt,  the  other  on  the  blade,  which  cut 
her  palm  unheeded,  and  stood  over  him,  white  as 
death,  rigid  as  a  statue.  She  would  smile  him  as  Jael 
smote  Sisera,  as  Judith  slew  Ilolofernes,  as  Saul 
hewed  Agag.  She  was  all  ironside  now.  Yet  she  hesi- 
tated; why,  she  could  not  tell.  Perhaps  it  was  the 
sunlight.  Holding  the  weapon  witli  one  hand  she 
went  softly  to  the  windows,  turned  the  slats  of  the 
Venetian  blinds,  which  had  been  left  open  for  cool- 
ness, and  shut  out  the  light.  There  was  no  Visitation 
in  her  heart.  She  could  do  it  better  in  the  darkness. 
That  was  all. 

Yes,  she  loved  him,  but  ho  must  die.  God  had 
given  him  into  her  hands.  She  must  slay  him,  the 
despoiler  of  her  home.  She  went  back  to  his  side 
once  more  and  lifted  again  the  weapon.  There  was 
a  prayer  in  her  heart,  of  thankfulness  for  the  op- 
portunity, of  desire  that  she  might  strike  surely, 
and,  by  strange  inconsistency,  of  appeal  for  the  soul 
of  the  man  ili''   \vi; ;  iiw;>;U.  i>  .-cm]   lo  his  Maker. 
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,'"  """    ""•'"'  '"■'•  ""'Sl"  "l"...  the  l,l„,|,..     There 
A  babUo  of  laushter  broke  the  silenoo      For  fl,n 

'■■'«•(     One  thing  Miss  Abbv  had  been  liLtL 
<•;;'.-,  and  that  was  ,„  ...in' Mi.s  Ph.',  pp     "o  r 
;'  ''-  -^ter',  privaey.    She  n,„st  have  some  pl.eo 
l.ore  she  con U  be  absolutely  nn.Ii.turbed  at  t.Ws 
;.-  she  would  have  broken  down  in  the  life     ho 
-1  -t  herself.     And  Philippa  had  never    n  e    d 
'■'-r  room  until  „„  that  afternoon.     The  vounTer 
v-aan  stepped  thro„,h   the  door  she  hi  'op  ned 

Hnt  in7,      l""^'  ^'"'^  '"™^''  ""'^  '-''''''  »"'- 
staring-  in  the  doorway. 

Miss  Plilippa's  e/es,  aided  by  a  toueh  of  bVht 
f.om  some  nnsereened  ereviee  flashing  on  the  steel 
-ore  caught  by  the  shining  weapon.  Nvith  a      tie 
neoherent  cry  she  ran  forward,  seized  her  sister 
b  •  t,.  arm,  looked  her  in  the  face,  and  then,    om 
polled  by  son,e  hidden  force,  her  eyes  fell  up^n  To 

upon  him     There  was  a  moment  of  awful  silence  a 

added  to  matter,  when  God  breathed  the  breath  of 
We  into  mere  common  clay.  A  scream,  that  was 
as  a  pang^f  biHh  agony,  burst  from  her  li;,. 

"  Ttank 
come  "    ^ 


I; 


God, 


1 ,-  i 


back  to  me!    David,  David 


t" 
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Rho  threw  herself  upon  the  man's  breast  and  en- 
twined her  arms  around  his  neck.  She  kissed  him 
witli  little  inarticulate  cries,  differing  from  those  she 
had  uttered  hefore,  in  that  there  was  heart  and  soul 
and  reason  in  their  harmonies.  The  sudden  sif^ht  of 
the  man  she  had  loved  in  her  youth  had  called  her 
back  from  that  profound  into  which  his  cruelty 
and  desertion  had  plunged  her.  She  knew  nothing 
of  the  past  but  that  he  was  there,  that  he  had  come 
back  to  her,  that  she  loved  him. 

Miss  Abby,  as  if  paralyzed,  stood  holding  the  wea- 
pon. Was  it  for  this  that  he  had  returned.  Was 
it  for  this  that  she  had  waited?  Philippa  loved  him 
and  he  loved  Philippa.  AVliat  a  repayment  was  here? 
AVas  it  hatred,  jealousy — what  hideous  balflemcnt  was 
in  her  soul?  Slowly  Graham  raised  himself,  sleep  be- 
wildered at  first.  He  leaned  upon  one  arm.  lie 
pushed  off  the  clinging  woman  with  t^  '  other  hand 
and  stared  at  her. 

"Philippa?  "he  cried. 

"  David!  "  said  the  girl,  lifting  and  extending  her 
arms,   "  yooi  have  come  back  to  me!     You  love 
me " 

Something  snapped.  Poor  Kttle  Philippa — ^yet 
after  all  to  be  envied,  thought  Miss  Abby,  for  she 
went  into  eternity  with  an  assurance  in  her  heart 
that  the  man  she  loved  loved  her  as  well.  Could 
there  be  a  heaven  were  she  to  be  undeceived? 
Graham  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  lifting  the  prostrate 
body  placed  it  tenderly  on  the  bed. 

"  You  said  she  was  dead,"  he  gasped  out  hoarsely. 


ryl^  ■•w^^kw^m'^. 


r  ^^^ 
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Miss  Abby  pointed  to  her  sister. 
"  It  is  true — now." 

There  ,vas  a  look  on  the  face  of  Philinna  that  „. 
one  could  mistaice.    The  two  ,a.ed  at  heT  i      1  L. 

aboult:;:^  """"^™''-"-  "^^''"'«--you 

heart.       All  t|,e  long  pe„t  p„,,i„„  ;„    ^  J 

soul  rushed  to  her  lim     "  V„,.  i  ™™«n  » 

love  to  „,.        1       ,  """  '""■« «""'  ms'le 

10  e  to  me,  a  lonely  woman,  and  1  believed  you- 

Must  a  woman  smile,  and  lau^h,  and  kiss,  to  love 

"ntvha.  I  bt''"-       f  ""'  "■"°'''''  "'  *•"'■    That 
Ife      Y„  ,  .       :  n  ^"''-    "^^  "■^'■^'^«'*  'hat  child's 
We.     lou  deserted  her  as  you  deserted  the  army 
lou  are  a  coward!    She  came  back  here  five  yZi 

T  Th!  IT-  l'"  ""  '™''''^''  «•'"-  I  '-k  l" 
in.    Ihe  baby  was  born— your  babv " 

"Where  is  the  child?" 

"Dead,  thank  God!     We  want  none  of  your 

Wood  to  pollute  the  earth.  He  is  buried  yonder 
under  the  cypress."  J'uuucr 

"AndPhilippa?" 

"  Until  this  hour  she  has  been  as  a  child.  Her 
reason  thank  God  for  it!_fled  with  the  baWs 
b.rth.  I  p.eced  out  her  story  from  her  ravinrin 
dehnum.     I  prayed  daily,  hourly  that  God  SgU 

morning,  I  knew  my  prayer  had  been  answered 
And  you  were  going  to  kill  me? " 


1^1  ?lrF^_T^.5L.^    .J 
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"  Another  second  and  I  would  have  sent  you  to 
bell  where  you  belong,"  said  the  woman  slowly.  In 
all  the  conversation  she  did  not  raise  her  voice  from 
its  quiet  levc*.  almost  subdued  monotone. 

"  If  it  hud  not  been  for  Philippa— poor  Philippal" 

said  the  man. 

He  stared  from  the  still  figure  of  the  dead  to  the 
stiller  figure  of  the  living.  He  was  not  lacking  in 
intuition.  Now  he  read  :Mi?s  Abby's  soul  like  an 
open  book;  not  comprehending  all— he  was  not 
strong  enough  for  that— but  enough.  And  the 
sight  was  more  terribly  accusing  than  the  body  of 
Miss  Philippa.  He  was  not  all  weakness,  that  man, 
else  these  two  women  would  n.'t  have  loved  him. 

"  You  are  right,"  he  said,  "  you  have  borne  much 
from  me.    I  will  make  atonement." 

He  threw  out  his  arms,  threw  back  his  head. 
"Strike!"  ho  said. 

Clenching  her  teeth  Miss  Abby  lifted  the  sword. 
She  pointed  it  straight  at  Graham's  heart.  She  did 
not  flinch  nor  quiver;  neither  did  he.  Suddenly 
the  weapon  fell  ringing  to  the  floor. 

"  I  can  not!    Oh,  God,  I  can  not!  "  she  whispered. 
"  :N'o?    Then  I  will  revenge  you,  Miss  Abby,"  said 
the  man  quietly. 

"  You  will  not  kill  yourself?  " 

"  Xo." 

"What  then?" 

Again  the  tramp  of  hoofs  upon  the  hard  road;  the 
clanging  of  sabros,  the  jingle  of  bits,  a  word  of 
quick  command. 


'4|^-  - 
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"  My  friends  down  thoro  will  attend  to  mo,"  bo 
said,  sniiliiif?  strun^'jdy. 

"  David,"  she  cried,  snatching  at  him  with  blood- 
stained hands  as  he  passed,  "  don't  go!  " 

To-morrow,  when  it  was  to  late,  lie  would  repent 
it  bitterly,  to-day  he  was  determined.  With  a  white 
pct  face  ho  went  out.  She  heard  him  go  through  the 
hall,  she  heard  him  descend  the  stair,  she  heard  him 
hail  the  troopers.  She  ran  to  tlie  window  and  tore 
back  the  blind.  lie  was  standing  at  the  foot  of  the 
cypress  tree  where  she  had  told  him  the  baby  was 
buried,  looking  down. 

The  troopers  came  clattering  up  the  driveway. 

"Graham!"  cried  the  captain  of  the  squadron 
"At  last!" 

"  I  give  myself  up,"  said  the  man  quietly.  "  I 
am  a  deserter." 

"You  shall  be  shot  in  the  morning,"  said  the 
officoT,  motioning  for  his  men  to  lead  the  prisoner 
away. 

"  My  God,  my  God,"  whispered  Miss  Abby,  "  have 
mercy  upon  me,  have  mercy  upon  me!  " 


^ 
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T. 

The  smaah-up  was  one  of  the  worst  that  ever  hap- 
pened on  the  B.  S.  A:  W.  road. 

The  Westfield  ni^-ht  express  had  been  wrecked  at 
Llwood  Junction  about  three  o'clock  in  tlio  morning. 
It  had  been  raining  more  or  less  for  a  week  all  over 
the  northwestern  part  of  the  State,  and  the  bad 
weather  had  culminated  in  a  cloud-burst.  A  small 
bridge,  which  was  really  nothing  more  than  a  short 
piece  of  trestle-work  thrown  over  a  small  branch  of 
the  Elwood  River,  which  was  usuallv  a«  dry  as  a 
floor,  was  partially  washed  out,  the  'stringers,  ties 
and  rails  being  left  standing. 

In  the  darkness  the  engine  went  through  it.  The 
ravine  was  both  shallow  and  narrow,  the  engine  filled 
the  space  from  bank  to  bank,  and  the  baggage  and 
mail  car  and  the  coach  piled  in  on  top  of  it.  Later 
on  they  found  the  engineer,  with  his  £reman  also, 
dead  under  the  engine,  so  that  he  was  beyond  cen- 
sure for  running  at  so  high  a  speed— sixty  miles  an 
hour— under  such  conditions. 

The  train,  which  was  the  limited  express  of  the 

•  By  conrteiy  of  "  The  Smart  8«t." 
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riinil,  ■liM  ii„  !,H.„|  |,|,,,„,.„   ^.             '      '     ' 
live.,  «t  !..„„      T,  :        "'  "'"•'"  -»I >1.  thoir 

«"  «a.v,  n-,1..  t,.|,.,,.n,„.,|  ui,!,  ,1.  7.       '  ■'"'""«" 

«<nK<T8i„(h,.f„„„|,.,,f    ,,,    '"'""'•  "'"I  "mo  p,,,. 

^"rtMnatcIv   ji«  if  ... 
tr-in  ui,l.  n„rH..,     ,  '"  "'"  ";'"«•     ^  -p-cial 

w  Ki„.„„.,,w.,,::  !?;•;;,;:; -V'r''--''''-- 

rcscuiiiR  the  wonn.l,.  1       \    ,  '  ""''  "'"  "'"■''  "f 

tlie  station   or  nf  fi.  '"  *"^  <'ars,  at 

%ht,  the"'.!:,  ft  :rtr;V"t"'-  ^^  '"'^- 

their  relati/es  cot  1 '  •      'T  """  ""  ''''■'"'■«'■''  ""d 
'^"•""'•"i'cated  wuh,  e«opt  in  the  case 


^:.  "^'ri 


yV/f  irnH  ami  the  Ldtert 


1K4 


of  one  man.     ir««  up|K'ariMl  to  \n\\v  \w 

miuv  iiiiiii  of  uhout  tliirtv.     Ho  hu«I  t'vi.Imtl 


f>n  a  tail,  hnnd- 


V  un- 


iWmM'iX  iin«I  Konc  n'Kiilarlv  to  hr.l  in  tlu«  hIi-i'imt,  for 
In-  hud  nothiii^r  (.ti  him  hut 


a  >*uit  of  paia 


pajamuM. 


'n 


KTO 


woM  no  mark  ..f  my  M.rt  on  thi-m,  and  nofhin^'  u  hat- 
i  yrr  to  «iv..  any  chu-  to  thv  man's  namo  on  or  ab.>ut 
hi.H  iHTHon— a  nakc.l  ImkIv  in  a  -nit  of  pajama,-,  that 
was  aU.  Th<>  shM-ping  oar  (.>n(hi«-f.»r  had  Uvi\  killed, 
whiir  the  porter  was  hadly  w..i.nd<-d  and  in  a  miuq- 
le.xs  conditiftn. 

O*"  conrH«.,   tho   uni.hntifud    nian'M   hnppaffo   and 
clr    lins  woro  sonu'whcrc  in  tho  wrook,  if  thry  had 
m  .  hoon  ^'ronnd  to  piooos  In  t),,,  ruin.     But  how  to 
find  Huoh  thing's  i^T  how  t..     .ontify  them  with  tho 
man,  wa.s  a  puzzling  quo.stion.     Thoro  was  a  p-onl 
heap  of  mi.so(dhinpous  arlicdo.s  on  the  station  plat- 
form, whioh  had  boon  taken  from  tho  wr.    k,  but  at 
present  it  was  impos»*ible  to  .separate  or  assipn  them 
to  any  one  with  any  certainty.     The  claim-apont,  a 
tall,  slender  younp;  man,  whoso  quiet,  rather  melan- 
choly air  save  little  outward  endcnce  of  his  inward 
keenness  and  capaoity,  was  at  his  wits*  end  to  know 
how  to  identify  the  body  in  question. 

As  he  stood  pondering'  the  j)r.d)lom,  one  of  his 
assi.stants  came  up  and  informal  him  that  the  porter 
of  tho  wrecked  sjeopor  had  at  last  recovered  con- 
K>ionsness,  althon^i,di  it  was  evident  that  his  hours 
were  numbered.  As  ho  spoke  four  men  brou^rht  the 
striokon  nop^ro  out  on  the  platform  on  a  stretcher 
iiuorKanrr  to  i,\\\  liim  on  a  ho>j»;ial  irain  in  wiiloii 
others  of  the  more  severely   wounded  were  to   be 
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»P  »'•-  'Ic'mi  ImuIv  ,0  till.  *  *'"'""''"^'  '•^^'•^ 

"  Wilder,"   miiJ    ,L„     ,  . 
-rrv  .„  .«.,l...r      „    :„:'";"'"f  "••   ''•'■"^.    "  I'm 

':"'"■'• --'"."":;;„".  ;:ir» '■"-«"' 

Tlio  porter  .(arpd  /cclJv  >.  .1     ^ 
man.  ""•>^  •"  '''"  '«™  of  tl,n  J^.j 

;'.;f"r;-;:::'^---tr'^<^^^^^^^^ 

to  trace  this  „,„„."  ^^'^^  ^  «^noui,'Ji 

r;«Jiing  the  .lead   man  ^.^nflv  on   M        ,    . 

-d  wired  the  opL    ;     V: t,  '^  ^^'^^^P^  o^-, 

^or  the  purpose  of  .«.abl  'hh  •     ''!^'''  '^  ^'"'^ 

— aDii.-Uias  ao  laentification,  the 
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on  numlHT  .hn.  t<,  «  Mi.,  ,„..,  ,,,,,^  .„;.r..«l..„t. 
unknown.  J,,  «  .hort  ti.no  ih.  origind  nK.„«Ko  w.. 
in  hm  hnn.l.     It  ran  thin  way: 

MiM  Ino2  Lirifv. 

„,.„  *'""  "'  """'  S"llivin.  \Vo,tHel,l. 

W  .11  m.c.  y..u   Alouday  ,„.,r,.i„K.  .t   Icnihirlv, 
j«arnn  p|«c««.  " ' 

Harry. 
ir.rc  «■..  «  v,|„„l,|.,  .1,,,.     ,\  „.(„  „,,^  ,,  ^^_^^.^ 
*  r.i,cl,r,l  t„  ,1,0  pr.,pri<-l.,r  of  ,hc  II„„.|  Siilliv,,, 
ix    onnK  hin, ...  i..fo„„  iri«  I„.«  U„„,  pr,.,„„.,,i; 
onn  ..f  l,„  ^„..u,  ,l,„t  »  m»n,  ,„pp„.,.,|  ,o  !„.  ,1,; 
>.i«n  »l,r,  l,„i  „p,„i,„..,i  „  ,„„,,,i„^  „.j,^  ,^^^  ^_^  ^^^ 

<b.rty   ,h.t    morning.    ,„,l    who   .ip,...|    M,    „„„„ 

H.ry,     h„,l  Ik.      |<i!i,,i  i„  „,o  „.,„.|^  „,  j.,^,.^^ 

Junction   „„,|  ,„  li,    L«„.j.  if  ,ho  «.n„|.|  .„„,„ 

uown  and   u  rnfif\    ,nfc   Jwvlv    ..••  «.:..«   :   / 

^, .  ,  ,,,     ;.'    '"*^   '>™«.^  or  pvo   information 

which  would  h-ad  to  it«  irnmcdiato  disposition 

Two   hour.H'   later.   Mi«.,   Inez   Lancv   hor«o|f  de- 
iK^cndml   from   the   «top.  of   tho   parlor-car  on   the 
mormnp   oral,  an.l  wa.  roceivod  by  tho  claim-agent, 
who  had  l)orn  notified  by  wire  to  expect  her. 
^    mm  Inez  Laney  was  dressed  in  black-not  r  ourn- 
ing,  of  course,  there  had  b.en  no  time  for  tha  -hut 
*he  had  at  leant  discarded  all  color.,  save  that  which 
«hone  m  her  very  pretty  eyes  r   d  in  the  red  of  her 
rounded  elH-ek,    She  was  a  stunninHookin,.  woman, 
If  a  tni\o  bold  ,n  her  enrrin^o.    Tall,  pddc  n-hain-.I, 
she  made  quite  an  imposing  appearance,  in  spite  of 
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her  gonoral  air  of  agitation  and,  strange  to  say,  of 
anxiety  and  apprehension.  Yet  tliere  was  something 
abont  her  which  impressed  the  elaim-agent  unpleas- 
antly, something  he  did  not  like.  There  were  things 
lacking  in  her,  not  compensated  for  by  other  things 
added.  She  did  not  seem  (piite— but  her  quality  and 
her  character  were  nothing  to  him.  lie  put  all  such 
considerations  aside,  and  met  her  with  an  excellent 
asumption  of  most  respectful  sympathy. 

"I  am  the  claim-agent  of  the  road,"  he  said. 
"  And  you,  I  presume,  are  :^riss  Lancy?  " 

"Yes,  yes,"  she  exclaimed,  in  great  agitation. 
"  Oh,  sir,  tell  me " 

She  clasped  her  hands  appealingly,  and  looked 
at  him  from  beneath  the  fronting  shadow  of  her 
very  large  hat.  The  pose,  the  manner,  the  voice, 
were  perfect,  and  yet 

"You  got  my  wire,  madam?"  he  asked,  whereat 
she  nodded. 

"  Yes.     Take  me  to  him  at  once." 

The  body  of  the  poor  man  had  been  taken  to  a 
local  undertaking  establishment,  and  a  drive  of  a 
short  distance,  during  which  :Miss  Lancy  elaborately 
sobbed  into  her  handkerchief,  brought  them  to  the 
door.  Once  in  the  private  room— "  the  mortuary 
chamber,"  advertising  circulars  called  it— the  woman 
stepped  to  the  side  of  the  casket,  and  lifted  the  cloth 
covering  the  face  of  the  dead. 

"  It  is  ho,  it  is  he!  "  she  screamed,  throwing  her- 
self upon  the  body  with  every  outward  manifestation 
of  grief  and  agonv. 
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She  kissed  the  face  of  the  dead  again  and  again, 
lavishing  endearments  upon  hhn.  It  was  all  very 
touching  and  atfecting  indeed,  thought  the  elaim- 
ogent,  and  yet-  However,  he  managed  to  quiet 
:Mis8  Lancy  at  last.  lie  took  her  to  the  village  hotol 
where,  after  getting  the  address  of  the  man's  rela' 
tives,  he  left  her  to  the  tender  ministrations  of  the 
landlady  and  her  assistants. 

The  man's  name  was  Henry  Kicliardson.    He  had 
been  a  mining-engineer  by  profession,  and  a  heavy 
buyer  and  owner  of  mining  properties  in  Colorado. 
His  father  wa^  also  greatly  interested   in   mines, 
being  one  of  the  largest  mine  owners  in  that  State. 
Miss  Inez  Laney  declared   that  she   was  the  dead 
man's  fiancee,  that  he  was  coming  to  Westfield  that 
morning,  as  his  telegram  showed,  to  marry  her  forth- 
with.    Her  grief  was  terrible  to  s(h?,  and  her  con- 
dition evoked  the  sympathy  and  the  pity  of  all  the 
good  women  of  the  little  town,  who  were  unremit- 
ting m  their  efforts  to  assuage  her  sorrow. 

The  claim-agent  immediately  M-ired  the  elder  Mr 
Richardson,  and  received  instructions  to  prepare  the 
body  for  shipment  in  the  best  possible  manner,  and 
forward  it  to  Denver  without  delay.  The  only  train 
which  made  a  Denver  connection  did  not  leave  till 
mght,  however,  and  late  in  the  afternoon  the  claim- 
agent  received  a  telegram  from  Hot  Springs,  Arkan- 
sas, addressed  to  the  local  agent  at  Elwood,  bv  the 
way,  which  greatly  astonished  him.  It  ran  as  fol- 
lows, being  written  with  a  woman's  discursiveness- 
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Henry  Kichardson,  of  whose  death  I  am  just  in- 
formed, is  my  husband.  Will  urriv*'  Tuesday  morn- 
ing.   Hold  body  till  I  come. 

Mu8.  Henry  Richahdson. 


The  story  of  the  wreck  had  not  yet  appeared  in  any 
of  the  papers;  there  was  no  source  from  which  the 
woman  signinj^  herself  ^Irs.  Henry  Richardson  could 
have  heard  of  her  husband's  death  except  from  his 
father  in  Denver;  for  outside  of  the  claim-agent  and 
Miss  Inez  Laney,  no  one  else  knew  or  could  know  of 
it.  In  the  face  of  such  reasoning,  the  conclusion  that 
she  was  reallv  the  man's  wife  was  irre-i-tiblc. 

If  that  were  so,  who  was  Miss  Inez  Lancy? 

There  had  always  been  a  suspicion  of  that  young 
lady  in  the  claim-agent's  mind,  he  thought,  trium- 
phantly. He  put  the  telegram  in  his  pocket,  after 
giving  directions  to  hold  the  body  and  notify  the 
father  in  Denver  of  this  new  development,  asking 
advice  from  him,  and  walked  slowly  down  the  village 
street  to  the  hotel.  Arrived  there  he  iimnediately 
asked  for  Miss  Lancy. 

"  You  can't  possibly  see  her,"  said  the  landlady, 
a  kind-hearted,  motherly  old  body,  who  had  been 
most  attentive  to  the  woman;  "she  is  quite  pros- 
trated over  this  terrible  affair,  and  is  lying  down. 
She  must  not  be  disturbed  on  any  account." 

"  I  am  very  sorry,"  insisted  the  claim-agent 
politely  but  firmly,"  she  must  see  me.  I  have  an  im- 
portant message  about  Mr.  Eichardson." 
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"  Tlio  poor  thincr'a  almost  doa.I  witli  priof  and 
shock  and " 


"Yes,  yi-s,  T  know,  but  yon  must  tell  hor  I  must 
see  her  at  once,  ncvortheloss." 

The  woman  at  last  went  off,  m'i.lentlv  resentful 
of  the  elaim-a^-ent's  lack  of  sympathy  an.'l  considera- 
tion for  her  charffe. 

"  Like  the  soulless  corporation  he  represents  in- 
trudine:  "pon  the  sorrows  of  that  poor  lamb 'up- 
stairs," she  muttered  as  she  went. 

Well,  it  turned  out  that  Miss  Lanev,  '^  poor  lamb  " 
would  see  the  cla{m-ap:ent  after  all,  and,  after  'a 
few  moments,  he  was  usb  -d  into  her  presence.  Tho 
landlady  showed  a  disposition  to  linger,  but,  at  the 
claim-agent's  pointed  request,  she  at  last  flounced 
indignantly  out  of  the  room. 

"  Miss  Lancy,"  said  the  claim-agent  to  that  lady, 
who  sat  languidly,  ha.:  reclining  in  a  large  ar  n-chair 
near  the  window,  her  face  turned  carefully  away 
from  the  liglit,  ''  I  intended,  in  accordance  with  his 
father's  directions  to  send  the  body  of  Mr.  llv  lard- 
son " 

^''  ]\ry  poor,  poor  love!  "  wailed  :\[iss  Lancy. 

"  —to  Denver  to-night.  But  a  few  moments  since 
I  received  a  telegram  from  his " 

The  claim-agent  paused.  The  Avoman  before  him 
sat  bolt  upright  now,  her  grief  merged  into  a  sud- 
den interest  in  what  he  was  about  to  say. 

"  Yes.     Go  on,"  she  exclaimed,  "  from  whom 5  >' 
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abniptly,  at  the  game  time  carefully  watching  tho 
face  of  his  companion. 

"His  wife!"  she  faltered,  turning  very  red  in- 
deed. 

"  Certainly,  his  wife.  Didn't  you  know  that  he 
was  married  ?  "  he  asked  swiftly. 

"Of  course — [— er — certainly  not!"  she 
answered  in  great  confusion,  "  and  I  don't  believe 
it,  either.  It  is  some  imposter.  Why,  he  was  en- 
gaged to  me.    His  telegram  proved  that." 

It  was  a  bold  statement  but  it  failed. 

"  It  proved  that  he  was  coming  to  laeet  you, 
certainly,  but  nothing  else,"  rejoined  the  claim- 
agent. 

"That  woman  is  some  adventuress.  I  shall  stav 
and  face  her.  He  was  mine — mine!  "  burst  out  Miss 
Lancy  vehemently. 

It  was  exceedingly  well  done,  thought  the  claim- 
agent  admiringly.  Miss  Lancy  might  have  made  a 
fortune  on  the  stage,  he  was  sure,  and  he  was  an 
excellent  judge.  But  to  be  a  successful  claim-ageut 
it  is  necessary  to  be  able  to  fathom  human  nature 
thoroughly,  and  Miss  Lancy's  whole  performance  did 
not  deceive  him. 

"  Miss  Lancy,"  he  r.aid  gravely,  "  I  am  sorry  to 
be  compelled  to  contradict  you  or  to  question  your 
assertions,  but  I  assure  you  that  I  am  convinced  that 
he  was  married  and  that  the  lady  in  question  was 
his  wife  and " 

"  I  didn't  kn(  ^t  anyway,"  she  interrupted,  des- 
perately anxious  to  maintain  her  position. 
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Pardon  mo,  you  virtually  admitted  it  a  momciit 
Hinco  and " 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  which  the  claim- 
Y'M  took  the  liberty  of  annwerin^^  hin.sclf,  „„dor 
the  circnnHtanccs.     A  moment  after,  he  read  a  tele- 
pram  sent  him  from  the  station,  which  was  from  Mr. 
lehardson,  cancellino-  hi,  fonner  wire  and  directing 
the  body  to  be  held  for  the  arrival  of  his  son's  wif.^: 
That   settles   it,   Miss   Laney,"  .aid   the  claim- 
agent    putting  the  yellow  slip  of  paper  in  her  han.l. 
Ill  stay  here  and  confront  the  woman!"  she 
Durst  out  viciously. 

"Pardon   me   again,"   returned   the   claim-agent, 

rrf  7  \'  :"'  ^  ""^^  ^^'^^^  daim-agent  indeed 
and  he  had  been  doing  some  hard  thinking  in  the 
last  few  moments,  "  I  think  vou  will  not." 

"I  will,  I  will,  I  tell  you!" 

What  a  coarse,  vulga^  woman!  thought  the  claim- 
agent.    All  he  said,  however,  was: 

"  You  will  go  back  to  Westfield  to-night,  madam, 
and  you  will  stay  away  from  here  till  that  man  is 
shipped  to  Denver  in  the  custody  of  his  wife  " 

II  Oh,  Willi?    Who'll  make  me?" 

"  I  trust  your  own  good  sense  will  show  you 
that  I  am  right." 

II  It  doesn't.  Xow,  who'll  make  me  go?  " 
"  I  will.  I  won't  have  you  make  a  scene  and  a 
scandal  on  our  lines  over  that  man  in  the  presence 
of  his  poor,  bereaved  wife.  Afterward  vou  will  do 
as  you  please.  Now  you  will  go,  stay  awav  and  keep 
quiet."  "  '^ 
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I'll  do  just  iH  I  ploaso,  now!  "  she  retorted,  de- 
fiantly,  but  evidently  very  ill  at  ea.-^e. 

"  The  train  leaves  at  nine  to-ni^^ht.  I  shall  bo 
here  with  a  oarria-o  at  half  after  eight.  :Meantin..", 
you  will  not  mention  tliis  to  any  one,  T  am  sure,"  he 
continued,  inflexibly;  then  he  b.,wed  to  Imt— the 
claim-agent  was  always  poHto— and  left  her  baffled, 
furious,  yot  determined  to  have  her  way. 

His  cahu  eontidenee   shook   her   assuraneo   to   a 
marked  degree,  yet  she  strov(.  to  ke,  p  up  lier  spirits, 
and  to  cling  to  her  resolution  to  star  just  where  she- 
was  and  confront  the  u-ife.     As  for\he  elaim-agent, 
m  spito  of  his  firmness  he  was  filled  with  dismav. 
If  Miss  Lancy  absolutely  refused  to  go,  he  could  seo 
no  way  to  compel  her  to  leave  except  bv  force,  which 
was  not  to  be  thought  of.     Yet,  go  s'he  must.     He 
was  resolved  that  there  should  be  no  scene,  no  scan- 
dal about  the  dead  man,  no  two  women  claiming 
rights  that  belonged  to  one,  no  adventuress— so  he 
was  satisfied  :\[iss  Lancy  was  to  be  described— dis- 
puting with  the  dead  man's  lawful  wife.     He  even 
felt  a  sort  of  sympathy  for  the  dead  man  himself, 
albeit  his  career  evidently  had  not  been  a  spotless 
one.     The  man's  fame  would  be  utterly  blasted  if 
:Miss  Lancy  remained  and  created  a  scene,  and  he 
could  say  never  a  word  nor  urge  a  plea  in  his  own 
defense.     Yc»,  the  wouuin  must  be  got  away  at  all 
hazards,  but  how?     He  racked  his  fertile  brain  for 
some  means — and  in  vain. 

His  cogitations  were  interrupted  by  the  approach 
of  the  general  supei'iiitendent  of  the  road,  a  veteran 
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railroad  man,  who  had  risen  after  many  years  from 
the  ranks.  He  had  assumed  charge  of  the  work  of 
clearing  the  road  that  dav. 

a. 

"  florn,"  he  said,  handing  the  claim-agent  a  thick 
package  of  letters,  "you'd  b(>tter  take  charge  of 
these.  They  were  picked  up  in  the  sleeper.  The 
woman  who  wrote  'em,  and  the  man,  too,  must  bo 
a  bad  lot.    They're  sickening,  even  to  me.'* 

The  claim-agent  took  the  package,  and,  returning 
to  the  station,  he  read  over  the  first  one.  There  was 
no  name  in  the  letter  till  the  signature  was  reached, 
and  that  was  ''Inez  "/ 

The  letters  could  not  be  described.  They  revealed 
a  depth  of  depravity  on  the  part  of  the  writer  and 
receiver  which  made  the  claim-agent  almost  doubt 
their  humanity.  They  settled  one  puzzling  ques- 
tion, however.  At  half-after  eight  the  claim-agent 
presented  himself  at  the  door  of  :Miss  Laney's  room. 
"  Bidden  to  enter,  he  founu  that  young  lady  hatless 
and  seemingly  composed,  with  no  outward  intention 
of  leaving  that  night. 

"  I've  come  for  you,  Miss  Lancy,"  said  the  claim- 
agent. 

"  I  see  you  have,"  she  returned  coolly,  "  and,  as  I 
said  before,  it  does  not  suit  me  to  leave  to-night." 

"Miss  Lancy,  do  you  recc-nize  this  letter?"  said 
the  claim-agent,  spreading  open  one  from  the  pack- 
age, and  holding  it  close  to  the  lamp,  so  that  she 
could  see  it. 

The  woman  gazed  at  it,  shivered  violently,  and 
turned  a  dull,  angry  red  again. 
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Youro  no  gentleman  I"  .ho  said,  wrathfully, 
to  read  a   ad/,  letter!     Bo.ide«,  I  didn't  write  it 
any  wa.v,    «he  went  on,  in  a  vain  effort  to  repair  her 
bi  under.  '^ 

"I  should  not  like  to  have  any  one  «ee  such  letters 
as  these,  said  the  cluim-agent,  "even  the  lowest- 
lady,  he  paused— und  how  she  hated  him  for  tha' 
27?r" '"   '^''  ^""'^   ^^'^'"^^  ^'«t  ^^^   that,   would 

"  You  brute,  you  brute!  ^  cried  the  woman,  look- 
ing  as  if  she  could  kill  hini. 

"  It  is  a  quarter  to  nine  now,  Hiss  Lancy ;  we  have 
just  time  enough  to  get  to  the  station,"  said  the 
ciaim-agcnt. 

"I  won't  go,  I  tell  yon!" 

"Allow  me-your  Imt,"  he  continued,  unheeding 
her  interruptions  as  he  handed  it  to  her. 

"  My  bill-I  haven't-I  left  my  purse "  ahe 

faltered,  rising  in  spite  of  herself. 

"I'll  attend  to  that.  Xou  will  take  my  arm,  so, 
this  way— here  is  the  carriage." 

The  claim-agent  was  a  wonderfully  polite  younir 
man.  *^       ** 

He  did  not  feel  safe,  however,  until,  standing  on 
he  platform,  he  watched  the  lights  of  the  express 
bearing  the  unfortunate  Miss  Lancy  nor  hward  dis- 
appear in  the  darkness.  It  had  been  a  trying  day 
for  the  claim-agent.  He  took  off  his  hat,  and  wiped 
the  perspiration  from  his  forehead. 

"  And  she  forgot  to  ask  me  for  the  letters,  she 
was  so  angry,"  he  murmured  in  no  little  =„,  ^-i^c 
as  he  turned  to  go  back  to  the  hotel  for  the  night     ' 
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II. 

^  The  morning  rxprcw  wo«  duo  at  Elwood  at  ttu 
c  clock.     The  claim-aKi.nt  nut  it,  of  eour-e.     Aa  llio 
long  train  drew  up  at  the  platform,  ho  nttpped  hack 
toward  the  Htcps  of  the  aouthern  through  nkeper 
from  St.  r^)ui»  nerving  himself  up  for  the  difficult 
and    Homewhat    unpleoHant    tn^k    of    receiving    the 
widow  of  the  dead  n.ining-engineer.     Onlv  one  pa.- 
Bengor  left  the  sleeper  and  that  wa«  a  woman.    The 
porter  i,et  her  hag  on  the  platfonn  and  reentered 
hia  car.     Lnccrtain  a^  to  direction  in  her  unfamiliar 
surrounding.,  «he  turned  away  from  the  approach- 
ing  claim-agent  and  paused  in  hesitation  ag  to  what 
to  do  next. 

He  had  time  before  he  reached  her  to  notice  that 
she  waa  small  in  Btature,  but  with  a  In^autiful  figure 
well  set  off  by  her  fashionably  cut,  exquinitely  fit- 
ting black  gown.  Something  about  her  appearance 
caused  the  heart  of  the  claim-agent  to  throb  madly 
in  his  breast.  Instinctively,  he  quickened  his  pace, 
his  arm  stretched  out  toward  her.  He  was  close  by 
her  side  when  she  turned  suddenly,  faced  him,  lifted 
her  hand  in  great  astonishment  and  exclaimed; 

The  claim-agent  recovered  himself  by  a  tremen- 
dous effort.  Dissimulation  is  supposedly  an  attribute 
peculiar  to  the  other  sex,  but  he  noticed  that 
whereas  he  wa.  moo^M  in  controlling  himself  the 
womaa  seemed  utterly  unable  to  regain  her  com- 
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iHiMm..  i>\M^  nuxTiHl  «t  him  a.  If  l„.  hu.I  ri«i.n  from 
tht-  «l«a.l.  II.T  fm-,  wliirh  ha<t  Im-imi  swy  pal,., 
Ausy\\  llatiinl  with  «.n|„r,  li.r  lip  trrml,|...l  u„ii|  ,|„' 
\ni  it  to  kr..p  it  .till,  „,„{  a  ij^,|„,  ulirthor  of  t.-rror, 
MiipriM..  Huti.fartion.  or  apptal.  or  n  l.l.mlln^.  of  all 
iour,  In.  (MMiM  not  ti'll.  ratm.  i-   o  h.r  hrowti  i'Voh. 

••  Vou!"  «|ic  I'xclaiinc-.l  uKam  l.ri>atlili'«^|y. 

'•  Vi*.  I/'  Ih'  nn^w.'ri'd  formully,  lifting'  IiIh  hat 
«rnl  mnkiii;^  an  utinupt  lo  pn^s  |M.r. 

M  did  not—l  did  not  ixpcvt "  «!,..  fali.nd. 

"  Xo,  I  supiwiic  not,"  h(>  nn^woHMl  with  ^oitu«  hit- 
ivvixvfs,  "  but  vou  will  pardon  uxv,  \  am  rxpcrfinij  a 
lady " 

"  A  la.ly>"  Aw  intcrrupttMl,  with  a  curioiwlv  ro- 
B»'nfful  intonation. 

*•  Vc-S  tho  widow  (»f  a  passm^'cr  killed  in  a  wreck 
at " 

"  I  forgot  him,"  mnrmnrod  thf  Wf)man  in  drop 
contrition. 

"All  aboard!"  callod  tho  omductor  suddenly. 

"  Wait,"  cried  the  claim-agent,  lifting  a  warning 
liand  and  putting  hi.s  foot  on  the  car  step,  "  I  must 
Bee  if  «he  U  on  the  sleeper." 

*'  I  nm  Mrn.  Richardson,"  abruptly  naid  the  woman 
to  whom  he  had  been  gpcaking,  at  the  mmi  timo 
laying  her  hand  on  hi.s  ami. 

The  claim-agent  stepped  from  the  car,  signaled  to 
the  conductor  to  go  ahead— that  was  the  first  thing 
to  be  done— and  once  more  faced  the  woman.  Thia 
time  he  was  the  weaker  vessel. 
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•*  Uhl"  hi'  cxclitiiiitMl,  luiiifly  tnough,  ai  the  train 
►l(»»vly  puMMid  tliiiii. 

'I'lu'  \vo»ii;m  ii'mI.!,  i|.    'Ill,,  cluim-ngi'iit  ImjwihI  for- 

"  I  Ih'^  voiir  par.lt. 11,"  ln>  Kii.l,  miikiiij?  n  vitlianf 
<  ffort  to  ri'fovi-r  lii-»  i*c?Il'-po«Mo<«..i..ij,  ••  I  did  j,t)t 
know." 

•'  Of  coiitNj.  not;  how  «'ouId  yon*." 

**  If  you  will  cnint'  thi^  wuy,  iiuiduin,  I  have  u  far- 
ria^'p  here;  I  will  tuk»»  you  t«i  him." 

Ho  riuma^icl  to  npcnk  indillc-n-ntly,  in  npit**  of  hU 
excc'saivc  a^'itation. 

"i  muMt  tell  you,"  nahl  th«>  woman,  ho  t«oon  as 
thoy  entered  the  eurria^e,  "  that— after  wo— after 
I  left  you  and  was  married— to — him— I  fount!  out 
what  a  terrible  mintake  it  wiu.  And— oh,  don't 
lo<ik  at  me  so!    It  in,  cruel!  " 

SIjo  leaned  her  hea<l  aguin.>*t  the  cu.-'hioui^,  and 
8o!)l)ed  bitterly. 

The  olaim-aj,'ent  did  not  know  what  to  do,  and  he 
was  a  rarely  resoureeful  youup  man,  too.  He  knew 
well  enou.c:h  what  he  wanted  to  do,  however.  He 
wanted  to  slip  his  arm  around  the  woman's  waist, 
lay  her  head  on  his  shoulder,  take  her  hands  in  his 
and  comfort  her— kiss  away  her  fears.  He  had  done 
this  for  hvr  before,  too,  but  it  did  not  seem  quite 
appropriate  conduct  for  the  p".-tent  strange  situa- 
tion. So  he  sat  up  very  strai^.^c  and  stiff,  and  did 
nothing.  'Tis  a  wise  claim-agent  who  knows  when  to 
do  nothing. 


We  had  not  lived— together— since  the  first  fo 
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months  of  our  marriage,  «ix  years  ago  "  resumed  hia 
comjmiiion,  after  a  time.  resumed  liis 

All,  well  lie  knew  the  ti"rn/.»     ir  n 

.---da,  .,a.  .Wk  2a         ;  ":  ZtZ"  "I 
r"  "'^o  ^"^  Sone  We^t  .o  sock  h  sCle  tc"' 

ter  f  om  the  «veetheart  who  had  promised  to  wait 
«oLtTo'  ,''^'''«'"»^. '';•"'  '°  f"S»'  1-  because  sheZ 

<'-ire,  had  ove.h„„,:r:%   7' w''r"'r' 
--^^....Hrhetan;^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

until  th,s  mo.„e„,,  ho  had  never  known  the  mant' 
nam.    Her  voiee  ealled  hi™  ,o  himself  agl 

There  was  no  seandal,  no  divorce;  we  iust  sei, 
arated.    Henry-llr.  Richardson-wa    Zh  ,      ^' 
man.     When  he  found  I  loved-tha    I  T^      ^ 
for  h.'m     i,„     1     ,    .       '"^o—tnat  I  did  not  care 

hlwi.       T  '""■  '  "e'"  to  te  very  angry   as 

ne  was.     It  was  mv  fault      T  „„  i...  ""e"^^'  *' 

married.     I  wa.  7o  blan «      He         °"''  '"  '"'™ 
;™eaman,"-thee":::,enfth:;CSy-o^ 

in  this  s„dde„,  awfu,  Ci-poo' He::;,!;^ -^  "^-^' 
fehe  broke  down  and  sobbed  afresh  as  thp  .o.  • 

:LTai^^^"'^'---'--'''-^i:dr 

Is-he— in  there?  "she  asked. 

i^es.    Do  you  wish  to  see  him  now?  '* 
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She  nodded,  dropped  I.er  veil,  and  followed  tho 
claim-agcnt  into  the  room.    Her  demeanor  there  was 
--y  different  from  what  Miss  Lancy's  had  been. 
«hc  ^u,  \  quietly  Looking  upon  the  face  of  the  dead 
inurmvnng,  "  Poor,  poor  Henry!  "  in  a  pitving,  half- 
cu.o.-.ng  voice.     The  claim-agent  hated  himself  for 
It,  but  fierce  pangs  of  jealousy  tore  his  heart  at  the 
sight  and  sound.     Finally,  oblivious  of  his  presence, 
apparently,  she  said  quietly,  solemnly  almost,  as  if 
making  a  vow  or  taking  an  oath; 

T  17''  "^^^  """*  ^''''''  ''^''''^  ''^^^'■'  ^^"^•'''  «^'  a'^  least, 
1  did  not  love  you,  and  we  were  not  happy  together; 

but  in  all  your  grief  you  were  true  to  me,  and  so 
1  shall  be  to  your  memory." 

The  claim-agent  thought  again  of  IVfiss  Inez  Lancy 
and  her  letters,  and  this  time  with  even  a  gr   .  mer 
feeling  than  before;  but,  as  before,  he  said  n,  t'  ing 
As  was  only  proper,  the  claim-agent  devote,   him- 
self to  his  companion  until  her  departure.     In  spite 
of  her  marriage  she  seemed  to  him  as  innocent  and 
artless  as  she  had  been  when  he  loved  her  as  a  girl. 
The  intervening  years  were  wiped  out  of  the  man's 
memory.     He  forgot  everything  but  that  he  was  in 
her  presence  again.     For  some  men,  onlv  to  look  at 
the  woman  beloved  is  to  drink  of  the  wate'rs  of  Lethe 
And  before  they  parted  the  claim-agent  spoke  his 
neart. 

T  u  ^""^l"  ^^  '^''^'  "  "°^^'*  "^  ^^'^^^  circumstances, 
1  should  never  have  mentioned  it  now.  Bui  you  are 
leaving  in  an  hour.  Our  paths  lie  wide  apart.  I 
may  never  have  another  opportunity  to  speak  to  you. 
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You  have  Ixcn  separated  from  your — from  Mr. 
Richardson  for  over  fivo  years,  you  said.  You  did 
not  love  liun.  I  believe  you  once  loved  me.  It 
seems  horrible  to  .speak  of  it  now,  but  I  want  you 
to  know  that  I  care  for  no  woman  but  you,  that  I 
never  have,  that  I  never  shall.  I  love  you  more  than  I 
ever  did;  and  if,  after  awhile,  you  will  take  me,  I 
shall  devote  my  lifo  to  making  you  happy.  I  have 
been  faithful  all  these  years  and  shall  'bo  to  the 
end." 

There  was  an  acute  thouf^h  unintentional  reproach 
in  much  that  he  said,  and  she  winced  under  it;  yet 
the  depth  of  his  passion,  which  could  even  forgive 
her  own  defection,  moved  her  intensely.  His  plea 
was  the  more  impressive  because  he  made  it  so  sim- 
ply, with  so  much  directness,  with  scarcely  an  altera- 
tion in  the  tones  of  his  voice  even.  Only  his  hand, 
lying  on  the  table  beside  her,  tightly  clenched  and 
trembling  betrayed  his  agitation.  She  answered  him 
as  simply  and  quietly  as  he  had  spoken. 

"  Frank,"  she  said,  "  I  can  not  deny  my  own  heart 
now;  and  especially  in  this  solemn  hour  it  seems  that 
I  should  speak  only  the  truth.  Where  IIen^^'  has 
gone,"  she  went  on  idealizing  the  dead  man"  in  a 
way  that  was  quite  natural  and  to  be  expected 
"  there  is  all  truth,  I  know,  and  even  he  would  not 
care  now.  I  never  cared  for  him;  I  always  loved 
you.  It  was  because  of  that  we  separated.  I  made 
him  very  unhappy  in  his  life.  Something  tells  me 
he  loved  me  to  the  end.  He  might  have  secured  a 
divorce  at  any  time,  but  he  never  did.     And  now 
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he  IS  dead.  Me  probably  died  thinking-  of  mo,  loving 
me  I  owe  him  a  long  reparation  and  1  intend  to 
make  it.  You  heard  what  1  .aid  over  his  dead  bodv. 
1  mean  it.  .My  conscience  hurts  me  when  1  think 
of  what  I  made  him  suffer.    Poor  Ilenrv!  " 

It  was  a  strange  and  nnusual  situatiJn,  indeed. 

"  Vou  seem  to  care  more  for  him  dead  than  vou 
ever  did  for  him  living?  "  questional  the  claim-agent 
sadly.  " 

"  Yes,  perhap.  I  do,"  she  answered  slowlv.  For 
the  moment  she  almost  fancied  she  loved  her  hus- 
band. "  And  I  am  going  to  be  faithful  to  his  dead 
memory,  too." 

The  luxury  of  being  a  martyr  was  already  exercis- 
ing Its  powerful  fascination  upo  i  her.  Yet  she  lif fed 
her  eyes  to  the  face  of  the  young  man  before  her 
and  paused.  He  looked  white  and  drawn  and 
pained  He  had  risen  and  both  liands  were  tightlv 
elasped  now.  At  the  sight  of  him,  pity  for  him  and 
love  for  him  fought  with  duty  and  martyrdom  in 
her  heart-but  in  vain.  She,  too,  rose  and  laid  her 
liand  tenderly  on  his  breast. 

"Don't  grieve  so,  Frank,"  she  said  softlv  "I 
am  not  worth  it  "-and  perhaps  she  was  no^,'  but 
when  did  that  ever  comfort  or  convince  a  lover?- 
i^ut  so  far  as  my  heart  goes  it  is  yours;  it  always 
has  been  yours,  it  always  will  be  yours.  But  mar- 
riage IS  not  for  me." 

"Very  well,  Amy,"  resignedly  said  the  claim- 
agent,  seeing  the  futility  of  further  appeal.  '•  if 
the  time  ever  does  come  you  will  let  me " 
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"  It  will  never  come,"  she  answered  firmly 
After  she   had  left  him  that   night,   the  cluim- 
agent  took  out  the  package  of  letters  and  wont  ov  r 
them  again.     Yes,  there  wac  no  doubt  of  it.     Jiich- 
ardson  was  arranging  to  get  a  divorce,  after  which 
Miss  Lancy  evidently  hoped  and  expected  he  would 
marry  her,  if  the  bad  letters  of  a  bad  woman  were 
to  be  accepted  as  evidence.     So  far  from  having 
been  faithful  and  devoted  to  his  wife,  the  letters 
proved  that  he  had  been  untrue  to  her,  that  he  hated 
her.    Poor  Amy!  if  she  only  knew  what  was  in  those 
letters.    "  Poor  Henry!"    And  she  thought  him  such 
a  good  man! 

A  terrible  temptation  seized  the  claim-agent  as  he 
thought  over  the  situation.     The  woman  he  loved 
would  be  faithful  to  an  ideal;  but  for  that  she  would 
marry  him  and  he  could  irake  her  so  happv      The 
letters  told  all.     He  could  shatter  her  ideal  in  an 
instant.     It  would  be  so  easy  to  send  the  letters  to 
her  anonymously.     He  would  never  be  suspected. 
Ihe  letters  belonged  to  her,  anyhow;  she  was  the 
man  s  wife,  and  should  succeed  to  his  property     She 
had  taken  everything  eke  belonging  to  him  awav 
with  her;  only  these  were  left.     They  would  open 
her  eyes,  indeed,  if  only  they  were  sent  to  her.    But 
the  claim-agent  could  not  do  that.     Richardson  was 
dead  and  helpless  now.    He  could  not  strike  at  a  dc.id 
man.    He  could  not  win  a  woman's  consent  to  marrv 
hmi  by  such  means  as  that,  not  even  if  he  was  sure 
slie  loved  him,  and  he  was  sure  he  could  make  her 
very  happy.    JSTq,  there  was  nothing  he  could  do. 
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The  letter,  were  sealed  up  in  an  envelope  and,  with 

other  unela  „,od  article,  of  value,  were  put  ^Z 

olanu-aKent',  safe  for  future  d,,position.     He  took 

lip  the  round  of  life  again  bravely  enough,  but  >ho 

reeent  „,e.,i„g  had  thrown  hin,  back  in  ZC 

-  year.    He  was  just  where  he  had  been.    It  :';: 

a  1  to  do  over  aga.n.    It  was  all  bitter  hard  on  the 

claim-agent.     Sometimes  the  hardest  task  that  can 
be  al  o  .„,  .„  h„^,„i^^  .^  ^^^  ^  ^^^^^^^^^  ^     ju 

a  gentleman. 
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Six  months  after  the  Elwood  wreck  the  second 
^  ce-president  of  the  road,  who  was  also  i„  „.„eral 
attorney  and  the  head  of  its  -.gal  departme°nt-to 
^>hom,  .ndeed,  the  claim-agent  reported-sent  for 
ttiat  young  man. 

Among  the  many  suits  which  had  been  brought 
agamst  the  road  growing  out  of  the  Elwood  wreck 
the  most  dangerous  was  that  for  one  hundred  thou- 
«.nd  ollars  for  the  death  of  Henry  Richards:^. 
Ihe  claim  was  supported  by  affidarits  of  his  eara- 
■ng  eapaeity,  income,  expectation  of  life,  and  so  on 

plamtiiT,  suit  bemg  entered  in  the  name  of  the  dead 
man's  estate. 

From  the  viewpoint  of  the  road,  the  amount  sued 

aettleT  P7"'r™^-     '"  f™.  they  had  offered  to 
settle  for  five  thousand  dollars,  but  the  proposition 
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l>a.I  been  lauKl.,.,1  to  M.„ni  l»y  the  attornov  for  tl.o 
oHtutc  How  tlu.  .nit  u-as  to  bo  combateii  m.cccss- 
lully  did  not  appear  to  tl.o  goiioral  attorney,  unless 
soruo  pro.s«ure  could  bo  broufe^ht  to  bear  on  the  plain- 
tiff or  his  counai'l. 

The  general  attorney  did  not  immediatciv  disclose 
the  state  of  affairs  to  his  young  subordinate,  who 
had  only  that  morning  returned  from  an  extended 
trip  over  the  lines,  and  the  latter  was  in  entire  igno- 
rance of  the  fact  that  the  road  had  been  sued  for 
such  an  amount.    (\)n.e(,uenrly,  he  was  quite  off  his 
guard;  and  when  the  general  attornov  asked  if  he  had 
not  in  his  safe  some  incriminating  letters  or  papers 
which  had  been  found  among  the  effects  of  the  lato 
Honry  Kichardson,  ho  at  once  replied  in  the  affirma- 
tive. 

"  Ah!  I  thought  so,"  exclaimed  the  hard-headed 
olQ  veteran,  a  gleam  of  satisfaction  overspreading 
his  craggj'  countenance.  "  The  superintendent  told 
me  about  them;  says  that  they're  bad,  indeed;  quite 
rmn  the  dead  man's  reputation  if  published,  and  so 
on.  Fetch  them  here  at  once,  and  let  me  have  a  look 
at  them,  please." 

Xow,  there  was  no  earthly  reason  whv  the  general 
attorney  should  not  look  at  the  letters,  vet  the  claim- 
agent  felt  exceedingly  reluctant  to  put  them  in  his 
possession.  Yet,  just  because  he  really  could  think 
of  no  reason  for  ref  ising,  he  at  last  complied.  A 
glanceor  two  put  the  shrewd  old  lawyer  in  possession 
of  their  contents.  He  struck  the  bell  on  his  desk 
and,  motioning  the  claim-agent  to  remain,  he  bado 
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tl.e  porter  acl.nit  Jucl^o  MeChcsnoy.     At  tluU  namo, 
uliKji  was  bona,  by  the  most  distin^r„i.h...i  ,,,,,,.,  j,^ 
t  le  htato,  unle«.  it  wan  tfie  j^rncral  attorney  himself 
tho  claim-n«i>nt  startt'ci,  but  said  nofl.in-. 

"  Ah,  ^.ood  morning,  Ju.Iki.,''  said^tho  i^cncrul 
attorney,  briskly.  -  Vou  wanted  to  see  nu.  oneo 
more  about  the  JJiehardsou  case,  I  believe,"  refer- 
rin^Y«  a  "ote  on  tho  table.  "  Well,  1  have  nothiuL^ 
to  add  to  our  previous  offer  of  settlement." 

/'  Wl.ich   I   have   onee   for  a]l   emphatieallv   dc- 
olined,    said  the  jud^o,  finnly.     -  I  am  empowered 
however,  to  settle  for  seventy-five  thousand  dollars 
cash  in  hand     This  is  our  lowest,  1  may  say  our  tinal 
proposition." 

"  Which  I  also  unhesitatingly  decline." 
"  And  you  will  do  nothin-  more  than  the  paltry 
amount  you  have  already  offered?" 

"  Nothing  more.  Seventy-five  thousand  is  a  pre- 
posterous amount.  Xo  jury  would  ever  award  you 
a  tithe  of  th:..  sum." 

"We'll  chance  that.  The  facts  are  plain,  tho 
evidence  is  clear  and  convincing,  and  wo  are  quite 
readv^  indeed,  anxious,  to  go  into  court  with  you." 

"  You  will  find  us  there  when  you  are,"  said  the 
general  attorney,  calmly. 

"  ^lay  I  ask  if  this  suit  is  brought  for,  or  in  behalf 
o±,  Mrs.  Richardson,  Judge  McChesney?"  inter- 
rupted the  claim-agent,  at  this  juncture. 

"I  don't  mind  telling  you,"  answered  the  jud-e 
after  a  refleetive  pause,  "  that  she  is  only  mentioned 
m  the  will,  given  a  pittance  in  the  hope  of  avoiding 
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a  contest,  I  prcHumo,  though  I've  nothing  to  do  with 
that.  The  suit  is  brought  for  the  e«tutc  at  the  in- 
stance of  the  ileceuscl's  father,  who  m  ulsc  hi.s  exec 
utor.  Xow,  Air.  General  Attorney,  if  you  have  noth- 
ing further  to  say,  we  will  leave  the  decision  of  tlio 
case  to  the  courts.  I  am  sorry  that  wo  are  unablo 
to  agree." 

The  judge  hesitated  a  moment,  arose  and  took  hla 
hat. 

"Good  morning,  gentlemen,"  ho  said,  turning 
toward  the  door. 

"  Oh,  Judge,"  said  the  general  attorney,  as  if  a 
thought  liad  suddenly  struck  him,  "a  moment, 
please.     Just  cast  your  eye  over  that." 

He  detached  a  letter  from  the  bundle  of  papers 
on  the  desk,  and  handed  it  to  the  judge.  The  latter 
fixed  his  eyeglasses  on  his  nose,  and  scanned  the 
paper,  at  first  indifferently. 

^^  "What's  this?"  he  said,  with  sudden  interest. 
"  Pah!     What  disgusting  rot!     W^iat  is  it?  " 

"  That,"  said  the  general  attorney,  nonchalantly, 
"  is  one  of  a  bundle  of  letters  addressed,  as  I  learn 
from  others  in  the  package  here,  to  Mr.  Henry  Rich- 
ardson by  one  Inez  Lancy,  a  woman  whose  reputa- 
tion is  as  unsavory  as  her  correspondence." 

Judge  McChesney  removed  his  hat  and  sat  down 
once  more. 

"  Are  there  others  like  it?  "  he  asked. 

He  had  quite  made  up  his  mind  to  destroy  it  then 
and  there  if  it  were  the  only  one  in  existence.  The 
general  attorney  selected  a  second  letter  at  random 
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from  the  bunch,  nn.l  passed  it  over.  He  knew  nuite 
well  what  wa.  pa.s«inK  in  the  other  man'.  niin<l.  llo 
would  have  done  it  himself  in  like  eircumHtance«. 

"  Plenty,"  he  answered.  -  You  may  retain  tho.e 
two,  If  .vou  hke,  Ju.l^ro;  they  are  sample,  of  the  rest 
i-ach  one  worse  than  the  others.  We  don't  need 
em." 

"  And  you  propose ?  " 

"  Kxeust!  me,  we  i)ropose  nothing." 

''Why  then P' 

"  Oh,  your  client  was  such  a  fine  fellow,  we  really 
wanted  you  to  know  him.  That  stuff  would  make 
fine  reading  for  his  wife  and  faniily,  to  say  nothing, 
of  the  general  public,  wouldn't  it?  " 

The  claim-agent  started  at  that,  but  neither  of  the 
two  men  was  paying  the  slightest  attention  to  him 
at  that  juncture.     Judge  MeChesney  threw  the  two 
letters  down  on  the  desk  near  the  rest,  while  the 
general  attorney  gathered  them  carefully  up.     They 
were  of  no  use  to  the  judge  unless  he  could  get  them 
all.     The  general   attorney  handed   the  completed 
packet   to   the  claim-agent  again,   while   the  judge 
hemmed  violently,  and  took  off  his  eyeglasses  and 
wiped  them  carefully. 

'I  Such  documents,"  he  began  at  last,  "while 
highly  distressing  to  friends  and  relatives,  have  no 
legal  force  in  a  case  of  this  kind,  you  understand  " 

"My  dear  Judge,"  said  the  general  attornev,  in 
a  politely  remonstrative  voice,  "legal  force?  I  am 
s-urpnsed  that  you  should  think  for  a  moment  that 
we  •ontemr        " 
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"XonnrnMr!"  infrriipt..!  tho  jii.lgo  vrhrmontlv. 
I  11  trll  you  what  u',.'ll  do.  Wt-'ll  ii-ttle  f.>r  fifty 
tlu»unan<l  urid  tlu'  letter^." 

*'  Fivo  thoiLsorul,"  said  the  Kon.Tul  uttornc'V,  pcr- 
fiinxividy. 

•*««o   you    danru'd    firMt! "    rrtort.d    tlu,   ju.jm. 
8tM/.in^'  hi.H  hat  a^MJn. 

As  ho  did  HO,  ho  coMt  a  phnov  at  th..  cdaiin-a^i.nt. 

That  youn^'  man  wa8  Htandin^'  by  the  hard  coal  Hro 

plowing  in  the  open  ^rate— it  xvas  midwinter  now— 

lookin^^  intently  down  at  a  familiar  imckn^-..  of  paprr. 

hhmnp  ficrcdy.    Th..  jud^-e  sfopp,.d  a^nin,  an  if  potri- 

iii'd.     The  ^^rm'ral  attorney  foliowcd  hid  opp.,nent'g 

gay.o  with  a  glanc-e  of  his  own.     Ah  he  took  in  tho 

"nation,  he  spran/?  to  hi.s  foot  with  an  oath,  and 

dartod  toward  tho  firoplaco. 

"What's  that?"  ho  oriod  furiously. 

"  Thoso  lottorn,"  answorod  the  claim-agont,  roso- 
lutoly.    IIo  was  very  palo,  hut  quiot  and  dotorminod. 

"  l>i«l  you ?"  iK'san  the  general  ottornov. 

"I   dropped   tliem   there,"   answered    tho  ckim- 
agont. 

"Accidentally?" 
The  claim-agent  shook  his  head. 
"Designedly?" 
The  claim-agent  bowed. 

There  was  a  moment  of  fearful  silence.     Jud'ri, 
McChesney  broke  it.  '^ 

"  You  won't  settle  for  seventy-five  thousand,  then? 
■No?    Well,  good  morning." 
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They  could  hear  bim  lau|?hi.,^  dear  down  tbo 
liiill. 

"  Why  in  h— 1   lid  you  do  tliatr'  roared  the?  ffon- 
fral  attornoy.     Uv  wa«  fiirioiH  with  anpcr.     "  That 
wuM  our  lu.at  card.    V/cMl  !>..  tmiU-wd  in  terrific  dam- 
ajffM.     'limt   woul.l  have  lu-ld  him  off.     Why    sir 
whv?"  •''       ' 

There  was  no  answer. 

The  g«'n.Tal  attorney  Htared  hard  at  the  claim- 
aprent  for  a  little  ..pace,  niantered  hin  temper  Hlowly, 
and  8poke  more  (jiiietly  at  last. 

"That  will  c(>«t  the  road  a  pretty  penny,  but  it 
will  coMt  you  somethin^r  individually— vour  pn:ii. 
tion.  Sit  down  at  that  de.k  and  write  out  your  rea- 
ignation  at  once.     I  accept  it  in  advance." 

The  claim-ugent  bowed,  sat  down,  scribbled  a  few 
moments,  blotted  the  paper,  glanced  over  it,  and  ten- 
dered it  to  the  general  attorney. 
^^  "Very    good,"    said    that    functionary,    briefly. 
"  J^ow  go,  sir,  and  the  sooner  the  betior." 

"  Before  I  go  I  have  something  to  sav  on  my  own 
account,"  said   the   claim-agent,   standing  up   very 
straight  and  looking  his  superior  in  the  eye.     "I 
burned  those  letters  because  I  would  not  be  a  party 
to  any  blackmailing  scheme  on  the  part  of  this  road. 
Either  we  are  liable  for  heavy  damages  or  we  are  not. 
1  am  not  running  this  road,  or  its  legal  department, 
but  I  won't  -issist  at  any  unfairness  or  chicane.-y. 
Jn^the  long  run,  I  believe  that  even  a  railroad  will 
make  more  and  pay  better  by  being  strictly  honest 
than  by  any  sharp  practices  whatsoever.    Those  let- 
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I"  p.  I.  ..h  ,h..m  .,r  .„  g,t  ,1..,„  i„  „,  „i.,„, , 

It  e„ul.l  h„v,.  !»..„  .!„„,.  „, ,1  ,,^,.„ 

Jiavi.  tK'on  hfl.l  |,ol,Vv,  b«>«i.|o,/' 

'••r?      C.O..IIV  n.M  th«  KoruTul  attcrn.v,   who  wan 
'mio     .ne..n.u.d  i„  tho  .|H...h  c,f  eh.  dai;...,..,, 
H.M  fanuly.  nothing;  hin  wif.,  „„u-h.    Sineo  you 

It  ir"'  T  '""'"'"  "^"'"'  ''"  ^'•'J  .->»  that  r  know 

iior  wh.'fi  Hhe  was  a  vounir  irirl     I ♦• 

"Oh!"  '        «M     .    1 

«m  now,  and " 

"And  you  hope  to  win  her  by  the  «torv  of  this 

nobh.  not  on  your  part,  do  vou r' 

;'  I  don't  know  how  .ho  i;  to  fin.l  it  out  unless  vou 
M    her,     returnod   the  clain»-a^..nt,   hotlv.      "  She 
d.d  not  love  her  hu.band,  and  «he  did  love  me.    Thev 
were   separated    shortly  after   their   marriage,    into 
wluch  she  was  foreed  by  her  parents.    But  «he    hink 
«he  ha.  wronged  bin.  by  her  indifference,  and  st 
^-Iicves  ho  was  faithful  to  her.     She  refused  xuo 
again  last  summer  beeause  «he  wished  to  be  true  to 
"^  "K'lnory.     I  eould   have  given   her  the   letter, 
then    and,  by  proving  hk  unworthiness,  perhaps  I 
might  have  won  her  for  myself."  l^^-^^^P^  A 

"  Why  didn't  you,  then?" 

"  I  could  not." 

"  That's  twice  you  have  been  a  fool,"  said  the  older 
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n»«n,  cont.tnptuou.l^y,  .yet  with  «  certain  admiration 
in  \m  mind  for  the?  other. 

••  MylK.,  but  I  think  I'd  rather  \^  „  fool  than  a 
pcneral  attorney/'  answered  the  claim  agent,  turn- 
ing  to  go.  ^      ' 


IV 

It  wa«  net  eany  for  him  to  get  anything  to  do 
after  Imh  «„dden  and  nummary  diMninnal  from  tho 
I*,  h.  A:  W.  road,  hut  the  daim-agent-ehiim-agent 
no  longer-at  last  .uceecded  in  neeuring  a  teuiporarv 
appointment,  pending  .on.ethiug  better,  in  one  of  f },; 
>«ff  corporations  in  Chicago.  To  him  a  few  week, 
ater,  entered  a  me^enger  with  a  statement  that 
hero  wa«  a  lady  in  the  reception-room  who  desired 
to  Heo  him. 

Amy  Hichard.Hon  met  him  on  the  threshold. 
l8  there  any  place  where  we  can  \^  quite  alone 
for  a  few  moment,  without  being  interrupted r'  .ho 
a^ked,  8o  goon  as  she  «aw  him,  and  k>foro  he  had 
time  to  say  a  word  even. 

The  president   of  the  company   was  fortunately 
absent  for  the  day,  and,  by  permission  of  the  man- 
ngor    the  agitated   elaim-agent   led   the   womnn   ho 
oved  into  the  luxurious  little  private  office,  where 
ihQy  were  as  much  alone  as  if  they  had  been  ma- 
rooned  on  a  desert  island.     She  seated  herself  ner- 
vously m  a  large,  capacious  arm-chair,  which  her 
tiny  figure  by  no  means  filled,  while  he  stood  erect 
before  her.    He  notice^  with  a  thriU  of  satisfaction 
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tlmt,  whiir  lu-r  porfc-ctly-titting  gown  vai8  dark  in 
color  »ncl  most  unobtrusive  in  stvlc,  she  was  not  in 
mourning.  As  for  the  rest,  her  cheeks  were  flushed 
"'Hi  lior  eyes  bright  witl,-was  it  satisfaction,  antici- 
pation, or  what^  Again,  he  could  not  tell.  Alto- 
^^other  she  looked,  he  thought  fatuously,  even 
younger  an  '  sweeter  than  she  had  looked  six  years 
noth'n*      "'''''''"''   ^''   ^"^^^   '^^''^^  "t  her,   saying 

"  Oh,  do  sit  down,  Frank,"  she  began  at  last.  "  It 
makes  me  nervous  to  see  .>  .u  standing  there.  That's 
better,     she  continued,  as  he  obeyed  her  command. 

Ihat  suit,  you  know,  about  my-about  Mr.  Rich- 
ardson- She  paused.  He  nodded.  Mt  was  set- 
tled last  week.     Had  vou  heard  ^" 

"  Xo." 

"  The  plaintiff  compromised  for  ten  thousand  dol- 
Jars." 

"  I  congratulate " 

"  Hush!  Do  you  think  I  would  touch  a  penny  of 
It,  or  of  his  money  in  any  shape  now?  Ko:  five 
thousand  went  to  the  estate  and  five  thousand 
to- " 

She  paused  again. 

^"  Xot  to  you?  "  asked  the  man. 

"To  a  certain  woman  named  Lancy!  " 

The  murder  was  out  in  spite  of  his  efforts,  then. 
^       1  m  sorry  you  heard,"  he  began,  vaguely,  feel- 
ing that  he  ought  to  say  something,  although,  to  be 
lionest,  he  was  not  really  sorry  at  all. 

"  And  I  am  glad,  glad!"  she  cried,  impetuously. 
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*'0h,   the   low,   iiu'jui,    \\Tc'tc'lit'(l    womuu!      And   I 
thought  him  so  nobh',  faithful,  too." 

"  I'm  sorry,"  said  tlio  cluim-agont,  vaguely,  ri.sing 
and  coming  toward  her  as  he  si)oke. 

He  8toi)ped  by  her  chair,  took  her  hand  in  his 
own,  and  she  did  not  withdraw  it.  She  turned  away 
her  head,  too,  but  he  could  see  the  color  mounting 
in  her  cheek,  mark  the  rapid  rise  and  fall  of  her 
breast.  The  num's  heart  was  beating  rapidly.  He 
scarce  knew  what  he  was  doing. 

"  And  I  know  about  you,  too,"  she  went  on,  more 
softly,  so  that  he  had  to  bend  very  low  over  her  to 
hear  her.  "  Judge  .AfcChesney  told  me  how  noble 
and  self-sacrificing  you  had  been  with  those  wretched 
letters." 

"Did  he  say  that?" 

"  Well,  not  exactly.  Tie  told  me  the  facts,  the 
words  are  my  own." 

"  Thank  you.    It  was  nothing." 

"It  was  the  finest  thing  I  ever  heard.  That 
woman  filed  a  lien  or  something  or  other  on  the  suit, 
you  know,  when  she  learned  it  was  being  brought; 
he  had  promised  her  money,  and  she  had  letters,  his 
letters— I  can  imagine  what  hers  were  you  burned 
from  those  I  saw.  She  was  going  to  produce  them 
in  court,  so  Mr.  Richardson's  father  compromised 
the  suit,  and  she  got  half,  as  I  said.  Xo,  don't  inter- 
rupt me,"  she  went  on  hastily,  as  he  strove  to  speak. 
"  If  I  am  stopped  now  I'll  never  be  able  to  begin 
again.  After  I  heard  about  it  I  went  to  your  ofHce 
to— to  see  you,  and  you  were  gone.     They  sent  me 
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to  the  general  attorney.  They  .aid  he  was  an  aw- 
fully gruff  man.  but  I  f„u„d  faj^  ,  ^^^  ^j""  2 
mee  to        ,„j  ^^  ^^^^  ^^  He  wa 

track^you,  you  .ee,  and  I  eame  right  here  and- 
She  stopped,  drew  her  hand  away  from  him    hid 

htsfe:;t— ''  '"'^"  ^^  "'^  --'  "-^^^  ^^- 

her' in' w:'?"  "'i'''/'°»P'"g  quite  low,  and  taking 
ier  in  h.s  arm.,,  does  this  mean  that  you  will  let 
me  love  you  at  last  ? "  ' 

''It  means  more  than  that,"  she  whispered. 

again''t'o;rfLm:C:ut;  "^'"   •^•""   ''"""^- 
and  am  able  to-^? "  ^    "  ?"'•'»«■'«■"  P-'^tion 

."  \  "'°"''  ""'t  another  minute,  Frank '  " 
Amy,  what  do  yon  mean?" 

r  J'™  "■"'"""''"S  enough.    I-we " 

^Vlil  you  marry  me  now.  Amy? " 
'Whenever  you  like.    This  very  minute  I  " 

wa   pZueT"'"''  '^'"'•^"^  -''--'  — sation 

ba7:Me,::y~^^' ''"'-''- ''™^.*^d- 

"  Oh,  Frank,  dearest,  there  is  something  else    The 
genel    ,       ,^  told  me  to  tell  yon  to  fome  ba^^I 

for  .you  whh    ""  ""''''  ^""  "'-^  P'"-  --  open 
for  you  wuh  an  increase  of  salary.    I  think  he  liies 

"Hardly,  but " 

"   Wait  that  isn't  all  yet.    He  told  me  to  tell  you 

swlr   ""J\  "''  """  ^»"  »«^-'«  ->«H  a-  -le' 
swore  awfully— fool,  after  all!  " 
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The  httle  Bishop  was  one  of  the  most  tactful  of 
men.     Some  men  get  to  be  bishops-heaven  only 
knows  how-who  have  no  tact  whatever.    Their  lives 
thereafter  are  most  iuiserable,  and  their  dioceses  do 
not  especially  enjoy  the  situation  either.    Of  all  the 
places  m  which  a  man  may  find  himself  in  which 
are  made  insistent  demands  on  every  possible  qual- 
I  y  that  goes  to  promote  success,  that  of  a  bishop  is 
the    hardest  to    fill.     Especially    is     this    true    in 
a    Western    semi-missionary   diocese.     The    Bishop 
thereof  has  to  be  everything  that  every  other  leader 
m  secular  affairs  must  be-all  things  to  all  men  and 
the  same  to  all  women,  which  is  harder-to  win 
success,  and  in  addition  he  has  to  be  a  lot  more  things 
Avhich  are  usually  considered  incompatible  with  suc- 
cess commanding  qualities. 

To  be  a  servant  of  God  and  a  leader  of  men  at  one 
and  the  same  time  is  to  solve  an  almost  unsolvable 
problem.  _  Opportunities  for  trying  the  experiment, 
m  the  episcopal  line  at  any  rate,  are  rare,  but  the 
statement  may  not  be  gainsaid.    Read  the  promises 

*  By  conrtesy  of  "The  New  York  Herald." 
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Tact    .h,.rc.f<,re-,I,at  «,b,le,  i„,a„^,il,|,  „„,,;,.. 
"1"C'I.  .»  .so  u.,su.s<.,.,..il,ic  of  exact  dtKnitil      a/ 
e  or,b„d,  explain,  it  di,r,.re„tl,-i.  one  of        „ 
alu  blc  asset,  to  b.-in.  ,o  tl.e  .solution  of  an    pi 

■actln    Hitl,  the  subllenes,  and  .lipl„„,aev  of  a  sue 

,°„,      '  "^  "  "'^^  "■"'  P"«l>'Tous  man  of  the  world 
^Z7t  ';^'"?':";'"'  "-  ■•^l.toousne.  aid' 
1  ool.,  rush  ,„  „.l,erc  angels  fear  to  treadi    I  never 
coul     understand  why  there  are  so  many  nten  Z 
-e  Chureh  tlursting  fo.  a  ehance  to  wear  the  r^tre 
erhaps  ,„  the  faet  that  they  are  usually  very.ol^ 
men  lies  the  explanation.  "'yjoung 

The  Bishop  was  taetful  in  the  right  wav  and  a, 
.0  was  a  man  of  brilliant  parts  he  n:ualIyTu'ceee,u" 
m  what  he  attempted  to  do.  The  rest  of  us  w^o 
worked  with  him  in  the  dioeeee,  with  the  rash  ,n 
petuostty  of  youth  were  inclined  to  take  the  proT 
ematteal  bun  by  the  horns  whenever  he     resTnt^d 

rather  than  shp  a  ring  through  his  nose  and  lead  him 
Sently  along,  filled  with  the  idea  that  he  was  on" 
gomg  where  he  desired  and  doing  as  he  wi  hed    Col 

rrSsr  r:"^  '^^"''  ^n  <'e.ieatr:p:tt'o  : 

and  the  B.shop  had  to  come  to  our  rescue.    A  Bishop 
has  to  be  a  sort  of  moral  ilaeehiavelli,  anyway 
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For  mstanco.  ,,„co  there  „•„,  «  „,an  who  wa.  on  tho 
0  tr,.  of  a  church  of  which  the  Ifchop  was  rector 
before  he  was  u.adc  JJishop.    lie  was  not  a  religious 
man  m  any  sensc-the  nun,   not   the  Bi.hop,  of 
course.    It  do-s  not  take  m.ich  relifiion  to  ,iualifv  for 
a  vc»  ry,nan,  son.etin.es.     They  had  but  a  limited 
field  to  draw  fron,  for  the  making  of  vestries  out 
N.ere,  and  too  do.,,  a  scrutiny  n.ight  have  abolished 
most  of    he  vestru-s.    The  IJishop  found  him  on  the 
vestry  when  he  took  the  pa.i.h  and  he  had  n.nained 
there     lie  was  a  thorn  in  the  Bishop's  side,  for  ho 
was  what  ,s  known  as  a  "  near  man."    Xobodv  had 
sueeeedcd  m  getting  him  very  far  away  from  Jne  of 
"s  own  dollars.    That  was  a  most  unusual  qualiflca- 
tion  for  a  restryman  who,  in  certain  schemes  of 
P«nsh  admmistration,  is  expected,  with  his  fellows, 
o  pay  the  church  bills-his  election  by  his  fello^; 
laborers  m  the  vineyard  being  mainly  for  that  spe- 
cmc  purpose.  ^ 

r Jf'!,  '""■  '  """"'"^  "*  "'"  "^^"•y  ""^  "igl-t,  and 
resolved  on  some  c.tcnsive  repairs  to  the  church, 

Tent     "r.  ."  ''""^'-    '''"'  "'""  '"  ^•-«<"'  --  ab: 
sent,  whieh  he  never  would  have  been  if  he  had 

Po3m     !.'^"l,''l°!  °^  '"""^y  ^™^  '"  ^<""emplation. 
Possibly,  though  I  don't  say  so,  the  Bishop  had  taken 

advantage  of  his  absence  to  bring  up  the  matter. 

The  next  day  he  met  the  Bishop  upon  the  street  and 

berated  h.m  tremendously  for  presuming  to  urge  the 

pendmg  of  the  necessary  moneys.     The  language 

that  he  used  was  shocking.    As  he  became  more  and 

more  mdignant  with  each  successive  mention  of  the 
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amount,  ho  geolded  the  Bishop  like  the  proverbial 
fisinvife,  his  vituperation  passing  all  bounds. 

The  Bishop  had  a  preat  deal  of  the  temper  of 
St.  Paul  in  him.  Alexander  the  Coppersmith 
would  have  fought  shy  of  him,  I  am  sure.  He  was 
aggressive  by  nature,  the  man  had  angered  him  e.x- 
cessively,  and  he  restrained  himself  on  the  public 
street  with  great  difficulty.  Finally  matters  reached 
8uch  a  point  that  he  only  saved  himself  from  break- 
ing out  by  turning  away. 

He  rushed  off  to  his 'study,  sat  down,  and  wrote 
that  man  a  letter,  and  the  Bishop  was  a  master  with 
his  pen,  too.  The  document  was  entirelv  adequate 
to  the  situation,  from  a  human  standpoint,  so  those 
of  us  thought  who  were  conversant  with  the  facts, 
to  whom  he  read  it;  and  when  it  was  finished  the 
little  man  surveyed  it  with  much  pride,  in  which 
we  all  shared.  It  was  an  epistolary  gem— of  its 
kind. 

Then  he  reflected  that,  contrary  to  his  practice 
when  unusually  provoked,  he  had  not  read  a  portion 
of  Pusey's  famous  sermon  on  Patience,  so  he  hauled 
forth  the  well  worn  volume  from  his  pocket,  where 
he  kept  it  for  emergencies  of  this  kind,  and  read 
over  some  paragraphs  of  the  sermon  which  he  al- 
ready knew  by  heart.    He  came  to  the  conclusion  be- 
fore he  had  read  much  that  a  man  who  could  speak 
so  to  him,  and  on  the  public  street,  too,  could  not 
possibly  be  a  Christian,  and  that  he  should  not  heed 
what  he  had  said.     Under  the  circumstances  there 
was  something  else  to  be  done— something  better. 
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IIo  tore  Cat  letter  up,  and  ,at  down  and  wrote 
another,  never  mentioning  the  cause  of  the  dispute 
or  re/crr>ng  to  the  man',  outrageous  eonduet  in  the 
"lightest  manner.  It  was  one  of  the  tenderost 
sweetest  appeal,  to  the  man  for  him  to  take  thought 
for  the  future  and  attend  to  the  salvation  of  his  soul 
-for  h.m  to  come  into  the  Church  an.l  be  a  real 

listened°?o'"'"      "^  "''"''  ™"''^''"''"-"'«t  we  over 
Most  ever^bodv  hated  that  man  because  he  was 
elfish  and  quarrelsome,  and  he  knew  his  unpopu- 
anty,  rather  gloried  in  it,  in  fact.     He  had  feli  a 
ittle  ashamed  of  his  conduct  after  the  Bishop  loft 
urn    and   that  appeal,  coming  at   the  right   time 
ouched  h,s  hear,     No  one  had  ever  concerned  hi: 
self  greatly  atout  his  soul  before.    The  letter  worked 
a  real  reformation.     lie  presently  qualified  for  a 
higher  degree  m  the  ehureh  membership  than  that  of 
a  vestryman,  and  that  his  conve«i„n  was  rinecre  was 
evidenced  by  the  fact  that  he  made  the  Bishop  . 
standing  offer  that  he  would  give  one-tenth  of  any 
smn  that  he  might  desire  to  raise  for  any  church  pur- 
poses at  any  timel     That  was  much  for  him,  for 
vvhere  his  treasure  was  there  was  his  heart  also. 
I  hat  was  a  sample  of  the  Bishop's  tact.     Here  is 
another: 

Once  he  had  to  raise  a  large  sum  of  money  by  a 
certain  date     He  had  been  preaching  in  the  weaUhy 
ehui^hes  of  an  Eastern  dioeese  making  his  appeal 
The  last  Sunday  before  the  appointed  day  he  found 
he  stiU  lacked  a  considerable  amount.    The  church 
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which  had  offered  him  hospitality-  wa«  one  of  the 
wealthiest  in  the  cit;^.     lie  had  hoped  to  ^et  the 
required  sum  there.    It  rained-oh,  how  it  did  pour 
that  day,  a   regular  deluge.     There   were  perhaps 
three  dozen  people  in  the  church.     \\u  heart  sank. 
He  almost  felt  it  would  he  of  no  use  for  him  to 
make  his  appeal  to  that  handful,  yet  reraemWring 
the  advice  of  one  of  his  homely  Western  friends  to 
"  Alius  give  'em  the  best  ye\i^  got  in  the  shop,  no 
matter  whataomever,  Right  Rever'nd,"  he  did  his 
very  best.    He  appealed  to  the  faithful  two  score  as 
if  they  had  been  two  thousand.     After  the  service 
one  man  invited  him  to  dinner,  and  after  dinner  he 
took  him  into  his  library,  drew  out  a  check  book,  and 
said,  "I'll  make  up  the  balance.     How  much  did 
you  say  you  needed?" 

"  Wait,"  said  the  Bishop,  after  thanking  the  man 
for  his  generous  offer,  "  there  yet  remain  two  or 
three  days  before  the  time  limit  expires.  It  is  prob- 
able that  I  may  receive  sums  of  money  from  other 
sources  which  will  prevent  me  from  calUng  upon  you 
for  so  much  as  I  need  now,  and  I  can  save  you  some- 
thing."  ^ 

"  Very  well,"  replied  the  man;  "  come  around  on 
the  day  before." 

The  required  sum  had  diminshed  by  more  than 
one-half  by  belated  offerings,  and  it  was  with  much 
pride  that  the  Bishop  told  his  new  friend  how  much 
less  he  should  require  from  him.  The  man  wrote  a 
check  for  double  the  amount  and  handed  it  to  the 
Bishop,  with  the  remark  that  it  was  the  first  time 
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had  ov..r  o„,l..„v„rcd  to  ,.ve  hia.  «  penny,  ..„d  1,„ 
.ppr^.a,H  u  «,  „.„,h  .,..,  ,.e  Kavo'hi.„-  ',„.,„„  . 
nu,.       s  „o  „,k,.,l  for,  and,  what  wa,  bettor  ..ill, 
.old    „„  ,„  e„„...  „ga,n.    lie  waa  a  man  to  be  tru.tei 
not  to  appeal  f„r  an  unworthy  object 

One  ,i,„„  „,„  „.„j,„,,,ip  „f  ,  ^;^^^.^  ^.^ 

whool  beeame  vacant.     The  Buhop  wa,  much  in- 

cre«.e,l  m  the  «.h„ol  and  deemed  the  .election  of 

.new  wanlen  ,„  be  of  great  importance.     Among 

nalura'llv™  T"  "•'"?^  '*•'"'•■'''  ''^  ""•"'-'ical  bias 
na  urally  an  agonued  anything  and  everything  the 

whom  he  had  pledged  such  trustee,  as  ho  could  in- 
fluence  not  quite  a  majority.    The  other  side,  it  was 

definite  plan  except  to  beat  the  Bishop 

The  Bishop's  heart  was  set  upon  getting  Dr.  Sil- 

When  the  meeting  was  held  for  the  purpose  of  eleo- 
Uon  and  non.inations  were  declared  in  order    the 
B-^hop  got  up  and  in  a  very  emphatic  manne;  Ju 
forth  some  reasons,  which  were  e.,ceedingly  weak 
of  course    why-  D,  Silver  should  „„(  be  nominated 
ad  elected.    The  other  party  thereupon  immediate 
put     he   man  in   nomination,   and   he  was   elected 
unanimously,  much  to  their  surprise. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  Bishop  afterward,  "  I  „ot 
only  wanted  to  have  the  doctor  elected,  but  I  alo 
wanted  everybouy  committed  to  support  him." 

W  6  usea  to  make  a  great  deal  of  fun  of  the  Bishop 
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for  th,.  tn.n.act,o„.  Yc,  wh.tovor  the  oM  m.„ 
«t  h..  heart  up,,,,  ho  „...  generally  able  to  achieve. 
Ho  only  fa,l,  ,1  ,„  „„e  ,hi„g,  but  ,o,»,.bo<ly  el,o  .uc- 
cecded  there  in  the  »tranKe»t  way. 

There  «•„  a  woman  in  the  .hWw  named  Norri,. 
Probably  there  were  ,„any  wo,„e„  nan.ed  Norri, 
but  th„  one  wa»  distinRuishe.l  from  the  other-  I,,.! 
cau«,  ahe  wa,  that  rare  thiuR  amonR  wo.uen,  an 
a  he„t.  atran^er  ..ill,  her  l„„b.,nd  wa,  a  .levout 
ohurehman,  an.l  her  eo„r.e  wa,  a  lasting  grief  ,„  him 
e  never  o,.  hi,  fai.h,  however-f„i„f  ;[„„  ;.  ^, 

She  wa,  a  l,r, Ihant  woman  nn,l  had  been  in  e,arlv  dav, 
«  zealou,  Cl,r,rt,an,  but  .ometbing  ba.l  .batter^!  h'er 
ftt,th;  some  e..la,„ity,  some  tri.-,l  ,„  which  ahe  had 
been  unequal,  had  utterly  destroye,!  her  reliRion 

In  her  heart,  Jfr,.  Norris  not  only  denied  ,l,e  exist- 
ence of  God   but  .he  became  a  .ealou,  propagandist 
of  her  lack  of  belief.    She  was  re»,ly  to  dispufe  with 
any  one  upon  the  subject,  and  liked  nothing  better 
than  to  argue  with  "  Professing  ChristianV'  ospe- 
.■■ally  the  clergy.    I  have  generally  f„„„d  the  clcrU 
fond  of  argument,  cBpecially  if  they  can  do  it  M 
themselves.    They  do  not  like  to  be  talked  back  to. 
As  she  was  a  woman  of  keen  intellect  and  great  men- 
tnl  power,  easily  surpassing  many  of  the  clergy  in 
that,  and  as  she  h..d  studied  the  arguments  for" her 
«de  of  the  propo..i(ion,  she  usually  got  the  better  of 
her  reverend  disputants  in  disciissiong. 
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-H  TKuc,  „„,i  „,..,  „.„,  „,.,  I,         ;;  - '  •' 

b      va.,.,,,     „„  ,,i,j  ,„  ,,„„^.„^^,  ,_^.^  ._^  ^^     K  J-. 
We  ,K.rs„„al  u..^-  »|,„„  „f  eu„,r„v..r..v.   Wo  ,h„1  to 

h.„k  -„me,i,.„.  ,„„t  I,.  ,,,..ok c;„,i,i,.„. :  „ ; 

»nco  ,v  la.  verv  .in,,  b„.  »l,c.  nev.r  o.l,„i,„.,,  j. 

Among  the  clergymen  of  the  eity  there  was  « 
Clmrehman  so  high  that  he  was  an  extn.mist     The 
atmosphere  of  ,ha,  see.ion  of  the  eoun.rywas  no 
congenjal  to  the  growth  of  sueh  „„  exotie,  and  ho 
languished  or  his  parish  did,  whieh  was  wor  e.  How 

staved  t      T\  ^"'  """-■  ^^  ^'''  «■«'  "•"«  te 
stayed  in  spite  of  everything. 

ritIZ  """"7  "'*-'''  ''''"'''^'"■""'.  your  elaborate 
ntualist,  IS  either  a  fat  autocrat  or  a  lean  martyr 

he  popes  of  large  congregations  whieh  they  have 
attracted  ,o  them  by  their  talents  and  by  the^r  self 

or:!Zj'r  "'  "'^■"'  ^^P--">-  -  -«"  'ow  s 
andXTr  ^"-^^-'  "<■  the  slaves  of  their  narrow 
and  rigid  opinions.  Many  of  these  last-and  I  bear 
testimony  gladly  to  their  sineeritv  and  devotion_," 

ZnT     ^  vT".  """^  "'"''  "•''°  »•'»"  hardships 
almost  incredible  iu  this  day,  for  that  they  believe- 
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men  c»f  talmt  and  abillt^v  who  couUl  fill  uccoptahly 
Ur^or  plucM'H,  whcro  t\wy  would  nj»t  only  U'  mor« 
UM'ful  l»ut  inoro  comfortiil)l«>,  but  who  art«  quite  will- 
'"K.  nny,  unxiou«,  to  jMifriHr«»  tlu'riiwlvf*  for  ♦heir 
onvirtioHH.  I  pity  thoni,  hut  I  honor  flii-m.  Many 
a  bluck  oasjUK'k  rovcrn  u  Mick,  wwrn,  hungry,  chilly 
body  when  thut  body  encloses  iho  goul  of  an  ex- 
treuje  IIi;;rh  Churchman.  To  be  extreme  in  anything 
ia  to  invite  martyrdom  at  In-Ht. 

Th©  Hev.  Littleton  Tulbot  wan  a  martyr.     Thii 
kind  is  always  a  celibate,  and  an  he  had  no  wife  in 
whom  to  conHde,  no  one,  not  even  the  Hi-^hop,  who 
generally  knew  everythin/r,  realized  on  what  a  buro 
pittance  he  subsisted,  and  to  what  desperate  straits 
he  wag  reduced  in  the  pari.^ii  of  St.  .Mary  the  MoMt 
IJlessed  Virgin  Motlur— the  name  was  almost  bigger 
than  the  parish.     lie  had  a  stipend  from  the  Mis- 
sionary Board,    which   was  always  promptly  paid, 
even  if,  as  was  often  the  case,  the  Bishop  had  to 
pay  it  himself  out  of  his  own  meagre  and  intermit- 
tent salary.    But  that  stipend  went  to  the  poor,  and 
if  anything  was  left  it  went  to  the  ornaments  and 
adornments  of  the  church,  which  was  his  passion. 
He  would  rather  have  a  new  cope  tlian  a  warm  coat; 
ho  preferred  incense  to  a  good  fire,  and  who  shall 
fault  him? 

^  Chance  threw  him  in  the  society  of  Mrs.  Nor- 
ris.  Here  was  a  foeman  worthy  of  his  steel.  He 
would  convert  her.  He  spoke  to  the  Bishop  about 
it,  and  the  Bjp-hop  told  him  to  go  ahead,  perhaps 
partly  because  it  was  difficult  to  deny  him.     There 


The  Atheist 


2r[ 


the  Bishop  made  of  hU  raro  rnistakon.  lie  had 
to  make  a  iiiUttti^o  .  o  in  a  while  or  he  would  itot 
have  U'on  human.  Littleton  Tall>ot  wu*  about  an 
unadaptt'd  ami  ill  eciuipiKd  for  that  purpom*  an  ono 
could  well  conci'ivp.  Ho  had  a  zeal  for  (Jod,  but 
alan!  not  accortling  to  knowlfnlgc.  Mont  wal  for 
Oo<l  U  of  that  kind.  He  plunged  blindly  and  camo 
to  grief.  That,  however,  neither  the  IJi»hop  nor  any 
one  could  have  expected. 

The  wonmn  took  a  cruel  delight  in  torturing  the 
man.  She  vitiated  all  hin  convictions  nhattrred  all 
hi«  contentions,  and  he  wan  junt  bright  enough  to 
nee  the  point  of  her  argumentn  without  bi  Ing  bright 
enough  to  find  out  where  nho  wan  weak.  Pernonally 
an  well,  for  nho  wan  a  wonmn  and  beautiful,  nhe  daz- 
zled him.    To  convert  hrr  he  came  often  to  nee  her. 

He  bwanie  more  and  more  unnettlod  in  his  belief 
and  practices.  She  parted  him  from  bin  moorings, 
mental,  spiritual  and  phyaical.  He  had  no  con- 
fidants and  he  had  to  fight  it  out  alone.  It  is  not 
good  for  a  man  to  be  alone  under  such  circumntanceg, 
if  over.  He  went  through  the  mechanical  round  of 
his  duties,  observing  his  saints'  days,  his  fasts  and 
his  vigils,  his  matins,  his  lauds  and  so  on;  intoning 
his  services,  swinging  his  censers,  wearing  his  copes, 
as  he  had  always  done;  but  his  heart  went  out  of  it 
all.  The  savor  and  sweetness  of  it  were  gone  for 
him. 

Ho  was  thin,  pale,  emaciated  before;  he  became  a 
nervous  wreck.  Like  the  moth  fluttering  about  the 
candle,  he  went  back  again  and  again  to  that  woman. 
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Ho  heard  over  and  over  what  she  had  to  say     ll.r 

«r;ndt'L''fr'  7'^"''-  p—diThr": 

y    nu  oy  he  fell-and  great  was  the  fall  of  liimf 

Win  H:eh.hejrrardr;or::h: 

had  ,nfl,c  ed  „„r  the  co„,.cue„ees  of  her  phyit 

thfsp  ;„  .;„'.  r  ,  ""lore,  bhe  had  preserved 
these  m  ,pue  of  her  atheism,  but  when  Talbot', 
r  I.g-o„  „.as  gone  everything  was  gone  f rom  ht 

for  h  ;  dee  aratt  :  7    '•'  ""P"™^  ""  P""-'! 

appalled  the  Can     TMnT  T""/"^  ""^  «"" 
^i  "woman,     imnkmg  him  almost  sexless 

i^P^Svttt'air"'^""  "'"  "-""P'  ^  '"^ 

1      uinuy,  Dut  in  all  innocence,  and  he  now  nr*. 
-cd  to  ast  her  to  leave  her  hus'band  and  %  S 

had  been  and  shrunk  aghast.     Even  the  shallowest  1 

not      rr  "  'f'"'  "•'^^^  "''™  ''  -  go-.    SbeZl 
not  only  hornfied  but  outraged  in  every  fibre  of  he 
heing,  yet  she  was  too  able    too  i,„t  = 

'oreali.  that  she  had  onrill^t:!:?"!' 
woman  less  strong  would  have  driven  Lim  f rom  bet 
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with  contempt,  but  she  pitied  him.  Even  a  poor  life 
ruined  ,s  a  sad  spectacle,  and  his  own  had  been  a 
good  one.  She  told  him  with  a  firmness  that  even  he 
could  recognize  timt  he  had  misunderstood  her,  that 
he  had  been  mistaken;  and  then  she  bade  him  see  her 
no  more. 

There  was  another  admonition  upon  her  hpa  as 
l.«  staggered  out  of  her  presence,  cursing  her  for 
havmg  brought  this  shipwreck  and  „>iscry  upon  him, 
but  a  iingenng  pride  restrained  her  in  silence.  When 
she  was  alone  she  sat  down  to  consider  and  reHect 
on  the  situation.    What  was  this  man  without  0„d? 
What  was  any  human  being  without  the  Divine 
Presence?    She  had  tal<en  God  from  this  man's  life, 
she  had  robbed  this  man's  soul  of  faith  and  hope 
she  had  shattered  his  belief,  she  had  given  hin.  noth! 
mg  m  place  of  these  things.     She  had  ruined  him. 

volted  that  he  had  dared-daredl  Yet  what  else 
could  she  expect  under  the  circnmstances?  She  had 
thrust  God  out  of  her  own  life.  Would  there  be 
no  result  to  her  from  that  dispossession?  She  saw 
herself  m  this  moral  outcast  and  shuddered  at  the 
^.ght.    What  was  the  fate  before  her?    She  hid  her 

denld"  ^""^  "'  '""  ^""^^"^  "''""  "''^  ''^'J 

That  evening  she  came  to  the  Bishop's  studv,  pale, 
dis  raught,  anguished,  torn  in  body  and  soul.  Her 
fcehngs  were  evidenced  in  her  fuce  as  she  told  the 
B.shop  what  had  happened.  He  was  wise  enough- 
oh,  tactful  Httle  Bishop  l-to  allow  her  to  tell  her 
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story  without  a  word  of  interruption,  yet  he  listened 
with  a  heart  beatii,g  with  hope  as  it  had  not  beat 
before.     And  with  the  hope  there  was  mingled  a 
great  consternation,  because  he  had  not  foreseen  the 
possibility  of  such  a  catastrophe  to  the  poor  weakling 
Who  had  failed,  and  yet— the  Bishop  could  not  ge° 
this  out  of  his  mind— who  had  perhaps  succeeded 
after  all.    When  she  had  finished  and  told  him  how, 
in  the  silence  in  which  she  had  been  left,  there  had 
come  to  her  a  vision,  the  Bishop  expected  her  to  do 
what  she  did,  put  her  head  down  upon  her  hands  and 
give  way.     The  iron  constraint  in  which  she  hal 
spoken  vanished,  and  the  poor  woman  sobbed  out: 
"  Oh,  my  God!  my  God!    What  must  I  do?  " 
It  was  the  atheist  who  was  praying.    The  old  man 
laid  his  hand  upon  her  head  and  spoke  such  words  as 
carried  comfort  and  peace  to  her  soul.     She  had 
indeed  seen  a  heavenly  vision,  and,  as  no  one  can 
look  upon  such  a  vision  and  remain  the  same,  she 
had  been  changed — born  again. 

"  Ah,"  murmured  the  Bishop  to  himself  after  she 
had  left  him,  as  he  picked  up  his  hat  and  prepared 
to  go  in  search  of  that  which  was  gone  astray,  "  the 
woman  has  been  brought  to  Christ  again.  Perhaps 
in  no  other  way  could  it  have  been  brought  about 
Xow  for  poor  Talbot.  It  was  my  fault.  I  must 
wm  him  back!  Then  there  will  be  no  one  lost,  no 
one  I " 
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It  was  snowing  and  blowing  that  night  as  only  it 
can  snow  and  blow  out  West.     It  would  have  been 
called  a  blizzard  in  the  East,  but  out  there  nobodv 
"unded  it  especially.     The  little  Bishop,   who  had 
faced  many  a  storm  in  life,  both  of  wind  and  weather 
and  of  heart  and  soul,  staggered  along  in  spite  of 
the  buffeting  of  the  wind  and  the  drive  of  the  snow, 
scarcely  giving  a  thought  to  either.     The  shepherd 
was  after  a  sheep  that  had  wandered  from  the  fold 
that  Christmas  Eve.    The  "  care  of  all  the  churches  " 
IS  a  heavy  burden  and  the  phrase  is  very  comprehen- 
sive.    It  includes  the  care  of  all  the  weak,  feeble 
under  shepherds  of  the  several  flocks  as  well,  and  one 
of  them  had  gone  sadly  astray  on  this  bitter  night. 

The  Bishop's  Avay  led  him  to  the  poorer  quarters 
of  the  town.  On  one  of  the  side  streets  he  stopped 
before  a  poor  little  weather-In  aten  ^ructure.  Yel- 
low letters  on  a  black  signboard,  sun  .unted  by  a  big 
cross,  seen  dimly  in  the  driving  snow  anu  ^he  growing 
darkness,  informed  the  few  passers  bv  tha>  It  was  the 
Church  of  St.  Mary  the  Most  Blessed  Virgin  Mother. 
The  Bishop  had  an  idea  that  he  would  find  Talbot 
there. 

There  were  lights  in  the  windows  of  the  church, 
indicating  that  it  was  occupied.  He  walked  to  the' 
door  and  opened  it.  A  few  people  wero  engaged  in 
putting  up  Christmas  greens  and  other  deror'Itions 
preparatory  for  ^o-morrow's  services.     Talbot  was 
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not  there.     Inquiry  devclopcl  the  fuct  that  he  had 
not  heeu  tliere,  althou^r},  he  l,.,,!  a^.^ec'il  to  meet  the 
guilil  to  superintend  their  preparations.    The  Bishop 
cliatted  a  nion.ent  or  two  an.l  tlien  went  .)ut.     In- 
stead   of    K.aving    tlie    cliurehyard    ho    turned    and 
plou-hed  his  way  throu^^li  the  snow  to  the  chancel 
end  of  the  huiMin^^     Why  he  did  this  he  could  not 
tell,  hut  all  his  life  he  rejoiced  that  he  had  followed 
his   stran^re   impulse    without   hesit,:ti(.n.      A    black 
%ure  with  outstretched  arms  lay  on  the  ground  like 
a  cross,  with  head  toward  the  altar.     It  was  Talbot. 
The  Bishop  knelt  down  and  put  his  arms  around 
the  man  and  spoke  to  him.     The  weather  was  very 
cold,  but  Tallxjt  was  burning  hot. 

"I  have  sinned  against  the  Lord!"  he  moaned 
bitterly,    unconsciously    using    the    ancient    phrase 
"  My  God!  "  he  cried,  "  let  me  die!     I  am  a  false 

priest!    A  lost  man!    I  wish  I  had  died  before " 

The  Bishop  would  have  given  the  world  to  say, 
in  the  words  of  the  prophet,  "  The  Lord  hath  also 
put  away  thy  sin,  thou  shalt  not  die,"  but  the  Bishop 
was  an  honest  man  and  a  truthful,  and  he  could  not 
say  that— yet.  There  was  one  thing  he  could  say 
however,  and  that  he  did.  ' 

^  ''  My  son,"  said  the  old  man,  gently  and  tenderly, 
'  the  fault  is  mine.  I  allowed  you  to  undertake  a 
task  beyond  your  human  strength,  and  the  devil  got 
hold  of  you,  but  with  God's  help  we  will  beat  him 
yet.  And— and  you  succeeded  after  all.  She  came 
to  my  house  an  hour  ago.  She  is  a  changed  woman. 
Come!  " 
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Ho  was  not  n  niastor  that  ho  should  say  "  Go»  " 
-;only  a  hiin.a.i  f..llovv<.r,  so  he  charigcU  Uio  L-reat 
injiim-tion  to  a  tender  appeal. 

;•  Come  with  ,ne,"  he  ad.h-d,  -  and  sin  no  more." 
Ihnt  wa.  why  the  Hishop  took  Talhot's  serviee.  at 
the  (  hnrch  of  St.   .Mary  the   Afost   Hhssod   Virdn 
Motlier  on  Ciiristmas  Day.    And  that  was  why  Mr. 
Morris  went  there  to  meet  the  n.-w  horn  Kin;?  rather 
than  elsewhere,  and  as  the  Bishop's  glanee  fell  „pon 
l'«^r  <  unnff  the  services  h<.  eau^d.t  hims.df  won<lerintr 
whether  anything  else  than  so  ^reat  a  catastrophe 
could  have  broup:ht  hack  the  atheist's  vanished  faith 
After  all,"  mused  the  Bishop  a^ain,  "  when  I 
have  set  poor  Talhot  ir.  the  right  way  again  every- 
thing  Will  have  bueu  gained." 
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Eleventh  Record 

THE    IMPULSES   OF   ELEANOR* 


Tho  artistic  tonipornmont  im  not  usually  conjoinod 
with  tho  cn.ativo  facM.ltv.  A  man  n.av  be  an  oxcol- 
lent  echtor-not  in  tho  nownpapor  son«o~without 
ab, hty  to  write  a  lin...  Tho  .oul  n.av  bo  full  of  nni«ie 
vs'xih  no  power  of  oxpros^ion.  A  love  of  the  brau- 
tiful  may  pennoato  the  nu'nd  without  a  corresponding 
abihtv  to  show  it  forth. 

Eleanor    Drayton    lovo.l    the    be«utiful-.s,m,7/a 
stm,/,Au./-but  had  no  faculty  of  expression  cor- 
responding to  her  feelin^^     She  was  neither  a  poet 
nor  a  painter,  nor  a  musician,  although  that  she  was 
not  all  three  was  due  to  no  lack  of  endeavor.     Had 
her  ability  equaled   her  ambition   she   would  have 
been  a  feminine  Crichfon.     As  it  was  she  was  only 
a  remarkably  pretty  girl,  who  wrote  execrable  poetry 
painted  atrocious  pictures  and  played  indifferently! 
It  13  astonishing:  that  with  her  real  appreciation  of 
the  truly  beautiful,  external  to  herself,  she  should 
not  have  discovered,  long  since,  her  own  limitations; 
but  such  discoveries  are,  as  a  rule,   the  results  of 
experience.  There  is  a  merciful-or  is  it  a  merciless? 

•  By  courtwy  of  •*  The  Twentieth  Century  Home." 
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o»n  .„„1,.|,„..,  ,„.,i,  .,„„„  „,..,,;        ^^.^.^  ' 

"''"'•'  ••"""'""■"■'I  '»•  ""r  H.|f.,.„„....it  in  ru'in.  ., 

."n>o  r„r.  ,„„r.„l.  .hor.  Ik,  „ho,„  .-oncnt  i„  ,1,1 
po  fornmnc.  ,....„  ..«,.  ,„„  ,„  „,„,„^  „„^ 

r  .11    ;?:"■;  "^■^■•"";-.v"..n«..„„„«l,  however, 
at  tlegr,,„,l  ..l„„„,.„.rie  ,va»yet  to  Ik,  delemnnej. 

with  tie  Z\-  "'"'  ""  '^"»'  "'»'  "->•  -'-P-n« 
with  the  ordinary  mean,  of  achieven.ent.  Strictly 
.peak,n«.  there  i,  „o  .,„,,  thing  a,  „  ,elf.„,ade  "  J 
or  v«,man  but  there  are  tho«.  to  whom  the  definition 
PP  .<•»  w.th  eon,iderable  appo,it,.no..  Talent  sp 
j)iiea  c'xperioncc.  * 

Eleanor  Drayton  wa.s  not  that  kind  of  a  cirl   and 
.  .»  on  y   air  to  say  that  ,h„  had  been  to,.,l/::^;i::t 
^«=  advantage,,  that  a  fine  environn.ent  mav  bestow. 
Ot  erwtse  she  might  have  painted  better  pietures- 
at  least  she  would  have  learned  the  rud  ments  of 
|lraw,ng,  sh,    might  have  written  better  poo  ryla 
least  she  would  have  known  prosody,  svntax    ver 
s.ficat.„„   and  rhythm,  she  mijl.t  ha«  played  mo" 
.    ep  ably-at  least  she  could  have  nLtered  tlL 
or    of  fingering  and  surmounted  the  ordinary  diHi- 
cuU.es  of  the  piano;  she  might  even  have  been  L^ht 
o  expand  her  voice,  which  was  beautiful  in  conver- 
,T  °  I    ""'  aeceptable  eong.     All   these 

•1  ;ngs  mig„t  have  happened  if  she  had  enjoyed  tho 
P  vilege  of  competent  instruction  upon  hernatural 
basis  of  elegance  and  refinement. 
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But  Klcnnor  Drayton  Inckcwl 

i'»n.     (Jrtut  arc  the  «irH  niui  nuinifoMih 


hit 


'»f  ambition:  hut 


f^vrrythinjr  hut  om- 


it will 


;  I'Ht  as  it  will  net  inlu-rt  ntlv  d 


«'  virliic.s 


nnt  of  itMt'lf  «n 


amn,  xo 


VI' 


at  it 


anor  Drnyton  ^aw  tlu-  li^ht,  |,li„k, 


more 


n^  painfiilh 


it 


Himanit 

ever  m  loni.',  gome 

t         I  •    • ^  •"»"•'•  in  a  riKic  uttlp 

farmho,,,..         „,„  .,„,,^  „,  ,,__^,  ^^^  ^^^^    mu.-niH,.,,., 
mountain,  of  „„r.hom  Xo«-  York,  uhnv  her  failur 

nanap...  ,„  .,k..  ,„„  „  p,e,„i„„s  livi,,.  f „„.  „,,. 

ro,v  conhnes  of  the  r,x.|<v,  ....rfl,.  l,ol,|i„„  l„.  ,„,|,.j 

...  own      Ah    or  I„.r  „,o,|„„,  ,,„  .,„,,,„.,,  ,,„,,,„„ 

«      1.0    ,«l„  wl.,.,.   Kl.-„„or  o„,„,..     I,   „,s  „  l,„|,i; 

mother.,  mo,t  in,.„„si,h.ra.o  of  ,h,.  v„„„,,  „.,,;. 

■  .nt  for  «„„,a.,hoo.l.    II„r  love  of  ,ho  hoautifui.  her 

.lo>.re  to  pro.luee  it,  had  faUe,,  „,,„„  h.r  a.  an  heri- 

ase  fro.,,  that  mother,  whose  natural  eapaeitie.  had 

Mancc,  of  her  condition.     Her  inahilitv  to  express 
her  .magmafon  Kleanor  pot  natnrall,-  enough    ro,„ 

stony  field  whence,  iu  the  sweat  of  his  face    he 

wrested  daily  bread.  ' 

There  was  somothinR  fine  in  Abraham  Dravton 

.owever  „r  Eleanor's  m^  ,her  would  never  have 
"mrr.ed  hm.,  and,  so  far  as  he  couhl,  he  strove  to 

..mulate  h.s  only  child  to  attempt  to  express  wh  I 
they  boO,  beheved  to  be  in  her.  He  never  remarried. 
He  brought  up  h„  little  daughter  in  the  lonelinesH 

and  fronted  by  the  lakelet,  doing  by  her  the  best  ho 
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coul.1.   SI...  w«.  ignorant  .,f  rvm  the  ru.llm.nt.  of  rh« 
i.m.^^.  .1,0  lov,..l,  v..t  there  wum  nothing  nho  .Ij.i  not 
nunnpt     S.lf-t.n,«ht.  nh.  pick.,!  out  .Lnpl.  ,n„.ic  on 
th..  <.M  fa.hioiu.tl  iiK.|ock.on;  «ho  pirturrd  the  moiiri- 
ta.iM  nn.l  h.U.  alnMit  h.T,  n.vcr  having  taken  u  \...nn 
m  druu.ntf;  «ho  urolo  vomch  whono  .ontiinnntn  wore 
great,  but  which  halted  huxv\y  on  .liff.rent  feet  in 
every  line.      ll,.r   father   thought  all    iKnu.tiful,   .0 
nuieh  HO  that  he  suggested  at  last  that  Mhe  go  from 
the  peaceful,  *<equ..Htere,l  valley  i„  which  the  even 
courHc  of  her  life   had   I.een   -pent,   into  the  great 
worhi  to  .storm  the  high  ph.ecvs  of  its  approval  with 
tho.se  evidences  of  her  talents. 

Xevv  Vork  City   was  then,  an  now.   the  goal   of 
every   huuum    an.l.ition.     To    S.,ss'   York    with    her 
pictures  uikI  her  poi-try  cune  Kleanor  Dravton.    Her 
father,  us  unsophisticated  as  his  daughter\vas  inu.»- 
cont,  allowed  her  to  go  alone.     After  she  had  been 
there  aix  months,    her  disillusionment   wuh   nearly 
completed.     Her  father  had  pn»vided  for  her  liber- 
ally for  a  man  in  his  circumst  ,nc( .,  and  she  at  last 
realized  that  she  had  almost  reache<l  the  end  of  his 
hfetimo  of  saving.     Her  probation  davs  were  over 
iho  high  places  loomed  large  before  her,  but  she  had 
bogun  to  feel  that  she  coulrl  never  scale  them.     Sho 
knew  now  that  her  noetry  was  below  contempt,  th.t 
her  hours  on  the  melodeon  ha.i  brought  forth  noth- 
ing.    She  fought  bitterly  but  unavailinglv  against  a 
growing  suspicion  tluit  the  pictures  were  on  a  par 
with  the  re-st. 

She  had  lived  wifh  mo^f  «prjm»?irtJT-  ^--. 
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nv  Impulsvn  nt'  Eleanor 
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fl.,.,       ,        ,„  ,"  ",*""  "•»■  li"-.      WImt 

n,„   i.,r V'"      ""•'"•'■.'■"■■" '■'"■.vn,„,,,.„. 1,1 

V,,,!,:,  :;;;■;'; ""i""'" -i,,.:, ,,,;.  „,„ 

when  »:•„."■'-"",""''  '  ;■  '-"■'-■'  -'-  of  life 

<•«".  f„,.  ,h.   ,      ,  "■""'''  '""'"•  "P  •'>■  '■»•<«  nnd 

i"i   mo  uisapijoinfiiw.nf  n»  iw.„ 

her  father    -oul,!  fool.  »">-s"cc.o,s  that 

A 'vas  a  bravo  ros.ilnfi/.r,    i    *  -j* 

Hu.  olo,.a„..ios  of    ffo  ;         ;   "  '-'".....non,,.  „„,, 

"'-^^u..,Ho.,;;;;;'';,:::;'^;;;fp'.vo,, 

-that  cxceliene,  b,.t  ^a.  "u     IT'  .-'"l^l"  'iT 


thing 


ir   woman!     Shy 


W\,S>     w 


I  -; 


240 


The  Records 


''^"i  '""'  faciltv,  too,  with  l„.r  nrcllc,  an.!  si,(«  h„l 
J»a.h.  luTs.-lf  ^mn.l-looki,,^.  ,.h,th.'s.  Sho  wore  th,  n, 
with  a  (.crf.in  stvl-  uiurl,  was  s^rprisino,  von<u\vv\xvr 
l''"'-  '>n,i,Mn  nn.l  (.nvironnu.nt.  II,,-  shapclv  hands  wcro 
W('II-.o;IoV(Mi,  her  feet  \V(-lI-l„M,t,.,I. 

On  tho  (-venino;  hvhnv  h.r  .h>partnrr  sho  ha.l  ac- 
eomi.anicl   «    vonn-  ;irl   stiHh'nt    to    th.^    Wahlorf 
wlMTc.  hcT  fn.,Ml  V..S  ,o  .all  on  a  hop.d-for  patron! 
J'.lranor  I,...,I   .,,.,,,.,1   to   wait    for  ]„  r  iVi,,,.!   in  tlio 
rooM,  op,.ni„;r  U-oxn  th.>  .-orn.lor  uhi,-h  ^ivcs  cntranco 
to  the  <Iiinn-ronn.,  invv.Mrntly  known  as  '*  IVaom-k 
Alley."    Sju.  lik.Ml  to  sit  an.l  uatch  the  procession  of 
^'..ri^roously  and  hoantiftdly  attin.I  uon.en  with  their 
n.eek  nialo  atten.lant.,  whom  son.olinus  it  wonld  have 
iH'cn  .lillindt  to  dilforentiato  from  th.>  hand.tv  trib- 
uto-takinn:  waiters,  had  it  not  In^c-n  for  their"  injpo- 
rious  ft'ininino  eomj)anions. 

Whether  it  was  fashionable  or  not  she  could  not 
toll  \\  hether  then-  was  culture  and  retineniont  and 
Jibility  to  match  the  .iisplay  was  a  problem  tiiat  her 
inexperience  could  hardly  solve,  althou^rh  she  had 
Iior  suspicions;  but  that  it  was  beautiful  no  one 
could  deny. 

Sho  had  the  rciuisife  ima,c:ination  for  anv  mental 
aeluovoment,  and  sho  was  drean.in^  a  stran^^o  dream 
there,  on  this  last  ni^dit  b(>foro  her  departure  She 
^vas  rudely  awakcmed  from  it  by  the  sharp  voice  of  a 
l»dl-boy,  self-importantly  tlireadiuff  his  wav  throu-h 
the  chairs  crowded  witli  observers.  She  had  heard 
these  boll-boys  again  and  a-ain,  but  this  one  attracted 
lior  particularly,  because  he  was  calling  her  name— 
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more  than  that.  I 


,  licr  niiiuhcr.     She  Iiv,d 


hall  hodroom  in  a  flat  at  282  East  TL. 
"  .Miss  J)ravton,  Xo.  282.     .Miss  I 
tlie  l)ov. 


Ill  a 


2tl 


iitiii 


urty-tjiinj  Street. 
)ravt()n!  "  cried 


I 


nstinetivcly  slie  touehed  I 


could  he  want  of  her^    Tiie  I 


lini  as  ho  passed.     What 


IJoc:  pardon,  but 


r 


)ov  stopped, 
are  you  Miss  DravtonT' 


am. 


present  in; 
"  Mr. 


Card  for  you,  ma'am,"  he  said  hricfl^ 
his  little  silver  salver. 

She   took    the   card    and    rea.i    tke    name 
Brewer  Phillips." 

"The  gentlenum  is  in  one  of  the  small  reception 
rooms  on  the  lirst  floor  up,  ma'am,"  said  the  hov. 
nnall  1  take  you  there  ^  " 

Scarcely  eomprehendin^   the   situation,   the    ^.iH 
no<Ided,  rose,  and  followed  the  boy.     She  wa«  in  ^ho 
olovator  in  a  monu-nt.     One  swift  glance  at  its  mir- 
rored  s.des-she    would    not    have    been   a    wo„,an 
^^•lthout  that-reassured  her.     Her  neat  street  dress 
of  dark  blue,  set  o^^  her  pale,  clear  face,  into  which 
the  unusual  inci.ieut  ha.l  brou.irht  a  touch  of  color 
It  was  an  adventure.     Who  couM  Mr.  Brcnver  Phil- 
iP;j  1)0,  and   what  could   he   want   with   her>     She 
l>a<l  httle  time  for  reHection.  however,  for  the  eleva- 
tor stopped,  and  tlu^  boy  ushered  lu-r  into  one  of  the 
.^n.all  rooms,  which  she  ..ntered,  card  in  hand 

A  man  of  perliaps  thirty-five,  sitting,,  in  one  of  the 
Jar^e  chairs,  rose  instantly  and  looked  at  her  inr^if- 
ferently  He  was  about  to  turn  awav,  when  he  per- 
ceived that  she  had  a  card  m  her  hand  a^^d  wa. 


i-^l 


iw  -i 


ii'N 


77/<?  Recwda 


;:ir"r'''""  ''"•;•    .""^  "«PP-1.  «n.l,  after  a  step  or 
•«  >,  »Ir.  »topp,.,l  also  an<l  lo„kr<l  at  him 

lu.  l,a,l  ..vor  seon,  and  hi,  ..voning  drcs,,  rvon  to  a 
-"■  ..xp..n,.„„,d  a„,l  critical  e.vo  than  hat  „f  the 
Mn,pl,.  o„„„t,v  «irl,   „.a,  p,,f,.c,.     Thofo   was  no 

in.    «orld      cxp,-,.s.,„„   ,vhioh   the  successftd   New 
porker,  o.poc,ally  if  ho  happen  to  h,ve  binh  and 

pou^orfully  than  anv  one  else.    He  held  a  letter  in  his 

f"  "■       """"«  ">■•"  ""^  .^""ns  woman  before 

him  was  nnusec   to  tlie  wiv<,  nf  =^„-  T     i. 

"  P.,„i  •'      *  -'""cty,  ho  ventured: 

I  ...f         ,"',''  ^■""  "^"^  '"""^'"S  for  some  one?    Mav 

Afr'  I'''"  't', '!,'"  '^"'''  ■'""''"S  *■■<»"  'he  eard,  "  for 
-ur.  13rewer  Phillip?." 

Mr  Brewer  I'hillips,  albeit  he  was  a  veteran  and 

card  h,s  name  so  exqnisitely  pronotmeed.     There 
s  a  quahty  ,„  Eleanor  Drayton's  voiee  that  eaugh 
tent.on.     Uo  looked  „>ore  elosely  at  her  a7d 
_aw  that  she  was  bea„tif„l,  not  with  the  clear  cold 

Muetness  an<l  freshness  of  a  wild  rose 

graleV.""    ''''    ''"'"'"'       '"    "''^"^"'^'''    ''""'-S 
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you 


"They    said-tho    bell-boy,    that    is—that 
wanted  to  see  me.    1  am  Miss  Drayton." 

In  .pite  of  himself,  the  man  started.     A  look  of 
surprise  came  into  his  face. 

"  Miss  Eleanor  Drayton^" 

"  Yes." 

There  was  another  pause.  Mr.  Phillips  stood  de- 
liberating. Finally  he  came  to  a  resolution.  In 
accordance  with  his  decision  he  extended  his  hand 
with  the  letter. 

"  I  have  a  letter  of  introduction  to  you  " 
'*  To  me?  "  asked  the  pirl,  in  b<.»ildern.ent. 

To  Miss  Eleanor  Dra.vton." 
Sure  onouRh,  there  was'  her  name  written  in  bold 
eharaelers  on  a  very  smart  looking  envelope  whieh 
he  held  out  to  her.    What  eould  it  nuan?    Mechani- 
cally  she  took  it,  opened  it,  and  slowly  read: 

"Dearest  Kleanor:-TI,is  will  l„.  |,„„ded  to  vou 
by  Brewer  Phillips.  „„o  „f  .,„,k',  collepo  chums,  and 
one  of  the  finest  fellow.,  in  New  York.     I  did  not 
know  until  the  other  day  that  you  were  in  Xew 
Vork,  and  I  so  much  want  you  to  meet   Brewer 
He  has  promised  me  to  be  awfully  nice  to  you  for 
Jack  s  and  my  sake.    After  he  sees  you  I  am  sure  he 
will  be  for  your  own.    Have  a  Rood  time  with  him, 
m.y  dear,  and  tell  me  all  about  it  when  you  comJ 
home.  Devotedly,  Blanche." 

There  had   been   an  unfortunate  mistake.     She 

nof"-  T   J"T^t'  '■''  '^''""  "°  J"^"^-    The  letter  was 
not    intended    "       '  - 


There    muHt    be    another 
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Kloanor  Drayton.    She  wa,  dreadfully  e„.barras,ed. 
began:  "-'  '"  """'"'"'"«   "^^   ™»"''«',   »hc 

lipl/bur— "  '"  "'"'"'  '°"''  ""l"*'"""""^.  Mr-  Phil- 

"and^'l'''7?"'  "  "■'"'■•"   '-'o'n'P'ed   the   man. 
^^«nd  s.nco  1  have  seen  y„«  [  !.„,„  a  .,uar,.el  with 

"Why  so?" 

ago    b„t  I  was  off  on  my  yaeht  „„  an  end-of-tho- 
-^on  en„.e,  an,l  didn't  go  baek  to  the  „ffi<.„  „nt  1 
th.s  afternoon.     When  do  you  return  home? " 
lo-morro\v." 

.yol"'""'  "'"■'  ''  """'  ^°'  ""'  '"  <■»  ^n'otliing  for 

Afr"  Pr,f  ^7' ''"'  ^  ''"■"  '•"'"^  to-morrow.    And, 
.Mr.  Pliillijjs,  let  me  e.-cplain." 

nil^'''  v"",  "'"''•'    ^  ''"™  "  '«"'  f«^  ">e  opera  to- 
shf  M  r^"  ^T  ^""^  ^'"83  in  'Tosca;  and  I 
houW  hke  to  take  yon.    Will  you  go  with  Li    I']] 
ake  good  eare  of  you  and  return  you  sarelv.    I  wan 
to  make  it  pleasant  for  you  in  some  way."" 

A  temptation  sprang  suddenly  into  Eleanor's  mind. 
Her  ast  n.ght  m  New  York.  She  had  never  seen 
«™nd  opera.  Why  not?  lie  did  not  ask  her  f  he 
W  Jaek  and  Blaneha.  His  invitation  was  evN 
dently  earnest  and  for  herself.  Whv  not  accept? 
S  e  nught  as  well  have  the  pleasure  'with  the  "en 
alty  of  an  adventure.  She  knew  that  people  ordi- 
nanly  dressed  extravagantly  for  the  opera,  but  th  r 
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was  one  dainty  whito  .Irc.s  sho  had  mado  lior.elf 
which  sho  had  oopiod  fro,n  ono  she  saw  in  a  Fifth 
Avvnuc  shop  window,  that  n.i.i;ht  do.  Cortainlv  there 
were  few  seamstresses  who  couhl  -  whip  and  roil  " 
«nd  ply  the  needle  to  such  advantage  as  she.     Her 

'  ress  would  In-  all  right,  and-well^ On  a  s„.l- 

den  her  good  sense  seemed  to  abandon  her,  and  be- 
fore she  reeognized  what  she  was  doing,  she  had  ae- 
cepted. 

"  It's  a  quarter  to  eight  now.  You  have  had  your 
dinner? "  ^ 

She  nodded,  with  a  vivid  remembrmcc  of  the  run 
of  cocoa  and  piece  of  bread  in  her  own  fifth-storv 
back. 

'•  Well,  1  don't  know  how  long  it  will  take  you  to 
dress  for  the  opera.  They  say  women  require  an 
indchnite  time." 

*'  J  can  do  it  in  half  an  hour." 

"  You  may  have  more  than  that.  The  curtain  d.^es 
not  ri^  until  half  after  eight,  and  it  doesn't  make 
any  difference  if  we  don't  get  there  until  nine." 

1  shouldn't  want  to  miss  even  a  note  of  the 
opomng,"  said  the  girl,  quickly,  thinking  of  the  price 
she  was  paying  for  her  prospective  pleasure 

'  "^yeW,  I  shall  call  for  you  at  twentv-five  min- 
utes after  eight.     Shall  T  send  word  to  vo^r  room?  " 
«  A  ^'^  .r"'*  ^"^  necessary.    T  will  meet  vou  here  " 

And,  if  you  will  allow  me,  I  shall  send  vou  some 
flowers." 


^i 


Don't  send.    Please  bring  th 


She  began  t 


em 
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acc.p,„„eo  wa,  ,|,™,ti„g  h.T-b.t  still  .be  h„d  not 

••  And  ^-ou  will  1,0  roa.l.v  at  the  appointed  ti,„o'  " 
I  «urol.y  will.    (f„„d.l,v,"  a„,wor..d  the  Kirl 

She  ret„rne,l  to  the  lobl.v  to  tind  that  her  friend 

'""   '7»'-  '"rcall;  then  in  her npanv  she  «. 

^■^i  alon«  Thirty.fonrth  .Street.     She  did  not  p. 

i:7 ,:f  '';''""'^  '"f-  ' "t^l  »l.ortl,  after  Tn 

1.       folloved  her  on  the  other  side  of  the  street 
m.t.1  she  disappeared  in  her  own  ,loor«a.v 

"Well,"  he  thonjrht  to  hi,„,elf,  as  tl„'.  door  closed 

,    ^^'''■^■■■"■^'-•'''l■-<•.l.m,,d^it>    Sneha 
Prett,,  .nnoeent-looki,,^  little  ;,ir|-     I  >„,„,,„  ,,,,^^^ 

!..■  real  Heanor  Drayton  is?    To  tell  the  truth    I 
Ion     .n,,eh  eare      I,',  „  j,o„,,  ,„in^  ,,„  ^i,j„,,  ,;„ 
nto  the  hands  of  some  hlaekgnard  who  w„„I,,  „,„ke 
her  rne  her    oily,     n,  step  over  there  and  find  o  ,t 

om^of  the  door,  -does  a  Miss  Eleanor  Drayton  livt 
"  ?."■•'■' ".I"-  ''"<--•    Thank  ye,  sor,"  replied  the  man 

There    a  vo,m,.r  led.ly  l,y  that  na„„.  boardin'  with 

the  fannly  that  owns  the  flat  on  the  tifth  floor." 

1  hat  s  not  qnite  so  had,  then ;  it  is  her  real  name 
anyway.  I  see  how  it  l,appnne,l."  soliloquized  PM  .' 
V,  as  ho  went  towarcl  the  hotel.  "  X„„.  fo,  „„ 
opera!    Th„t  g,rl  certainly  moves  me  straneelv  " 

All  of  which  goes  to  show,  that  even  the  most  in- 
durated veteran,  in  spite  of  hi,  assurance  VZ 
annor,  begot  of  many  campaign,,  has  joint,  in  hi, 
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trj'!!^''^!^- "  '*'^''*"'" ''"''" ''"'"  '*''"''"•  '""^'  ^"'^ 


occasion  servtHH. 


II 

Kxactlj  at  twonty-fivo  niinnto.,  past  riphf,  Kloanor 
I>ayton   mot  Brew.r  Plullip.s  in   rho   r.-.a   uh.ro 
they  had  separated  some  forty  minnt.vs  iM-Cun-     She 
still  wore  her  «hort  blue  jacket.    Such  a  fhin^^  as  an 
opora  cloak,  or  ev.n  a  ^olf  cape,  was  as  far  from  her 
fancy  as  from  her  purse.    On  her  hea.I  was  the  sam. 
inconspicuous  wal!;in-.-hat  which  she  ha.l  worn   be- 
fore.     Phillips   was   accu.to„u..l    to   won.cn   clres.c..l 
cap-a-pie  in  aceonlnncc  with  the  prevailin<r  fnshion, 
and    he    took    m    th.-    incouirn.ous    costume    which 
seemed  ^  utterly  inapproj.riate  to  the  occasion  with 
somethinn^  of  dismay. 

What  would  the  people  who  saw  him  at  the  opera 
think .     A  country  cou.sin  i    He  was  bi^  c-nou^h,  how- 
ever    to    be    indifferent    to    public    opinion,    and, 
whether  he  were  or  not,  he  had  ..one  into  the  under- 
akms  with  his  eye.  open,  and  there  was  nofhin;^  „ow 
but  to  carry  it  through.     Ho  stepped  forward  and 
/greeted  the  f^irl  with  a  courtesy  •.nxA  cordialitv  u-hieh 
were  as  rare  in  her  experience  as  tln-v  were"  clnrm- 
ing     Her  own  coura.cre  was  at  the  breakiuir  P-iut      Ir 
had  ebbed  steadily  while,  ^nth  frantic  haste,  .he' had 
arrayed  herself  in  her  best  and  only  dress  of  whitV 
Had  there  been  any  M^ay  of  explaining  the  situation, 
sh^e  would  have  withdrawn  from  the  adventure  on 
^«icii  she  aad  30  impuldveiy  entered.     But,  how- 
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ever  she  had  rvamnvd  and  speculated,  she  had  hes- 
1  ated  an.I  was  lo.t.  She  desperately  resolved  to  go 
through  with  it. 

Am  he  greeted  her,  he  handed  her  a  great  huneh  of 
Ameriean  Beauty  roses. 

"  Oh  I  »  Hhe  exclaimed,  glad  indeed  of  the  di.strae- 
lon,  «,nce  hi.  stea<ly,  rather  c,uizzieal  gaze  was  hard 
to  sustain,  •'  what  inagniheent  roses!     1  never  saw 
any  sueh  Howers  as  these  before,  except  in  the  shop- 
windows  here  in  Xew  York.     We  didn't  have  them 

our  hills"''"'     ^^''  '""^^  ""'  ^'^'^  '"'"'  '^^"  '^''^''  "" 
"  On  the  farm?  "  he  queried. 

TU  \'^~~''^'  '^"^  ^'«"^^  ^*»  the  country,  you  know. 
Thank  you  so  much  for  them,"  she  continued,  ner- 
vously.   "Am  I  in  time?" 

In  a  few  moments,  wrapped  in  warm  robes  of  fur 
she  was  rolling  .lown  the  street  in  an  elegantly  J- 
pointed  brougham.     There  was  a  delicious  luxury 
in  the  whole  proceeding  wliich  she  had  never  before 
c^xpc^encod,    but    which   she   accepted    without    the 
slightest  difficulty.     His  manner  toward  her  was  per- 
fect; deferential,  and  yet  with  a  little  touch  of  pro- 
trction  in   it   that   warmed   her  heart.     Tf  he   had 
known  all  about  her,  if  she  had  been  what  she  had 
assumed  to  be,  he  could  not  have  improved  on  it. 
The  distance  to  the  Metropolitan  Opera  House  was 
but  a  short  one,  anu  in  a  fc  ,•  moments-too  few  for 
tile  girl,  who  woiUd  have  enjoyed  ridin^r  Hke  that 
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forovor-thp.v  vnt.u.\  tho  maKlc  portal  nn.l  stood  i„ 
ho  p,p,.ouM  loM.v.  In  a  .short  tiuu-,  having.  ,liv...t...l 
hcTsrlf  of  iKT  jarkot  in  tlu-  little  anto-roo.n  at  his 
^"Wc-^t.o.,  (h,.  ,„an  noting,  with  approval  that  hor 
p.un  was  not  only  inronspicMio,,.,  fron.  it.  vorv  .i,n- 
Pln-ity  «  stylo  „n,l  .natorial,  l„.t  that  it  was'  won- 
ciorfully  bocornin^.,  she  wa.  handed  to  a  .eat  in  one 
ot  the  parterre  hoxes. 

They  were  a  little  late,  the  orehestra  was  plavi„,. 
the  body  of  the  house,  the  panp.et,  that  i.,'  wn. 
crow,  ed  with  people,  and  nun.y  of  the  boxe.  wero 
already  full  The  .cene  that  burst  upon  her  eve., 
and  for  whuh  .he  was  not  pn>pared,  was  one  of \ho 
utmost  s<.e..al  ma-nifleenee.  She  .sat  .lown  in  her 
c-hair,  Iraninir  forAvard  over  the  rail,  a,.d  tried  to 
take  in  the  pieture  with  one  eoniprehens.-e  glance. 

I  Inll.ps  watehed  her  with  a  pleasure  wh.eh  he  had 
hardly  hope.I  to  expc^rienee  in  that  plnee  a,^un;  tho 
pleasure  that  an  old  habitue  take,  in  the  impresnion 
that  a  thiUK'  w.dl  known  and  of  little  moment  pro- 
duces upon  the-  unfamiliar  and  unknowin.^     He  had 
marked  the  scene  so  many  times  that  he  was  indif- 
ferent to  it  now,  and  while  she  watehed  the  r^reat 
horseshoe  of  humanity  ^li.terin^.  with  jewels,  .spark- 
ing with   light   refleeted   from   polished   arms   and 
rounded  shoulders  rising  from  exquisite  fabries  of 
pneeless  value,  to  whieh  the  great  auditorium  in  Its 
noble  and  beautiful  proportions  gave  fitting  setting, 
he  marked  only  her. 

He  had  no  idea  before  how  rarelr  beautiful  .ho 
was.      The  clear  pallor  of  her   face   beneath   the 
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flL^r:  ;:H:;::-;t:;:;r''-:;'''^ 

-r)l.  "    .      •"'"^'  '»  til.,  rl.nnn  of  it  all. 

nm.„c,  ,l„.  J..WC.I,,  ,|„.  ,l,.,vors "  **     '  "'" 

1-eHap  illj' ","V'V'"'  '""«•— '-'1  ''"<--„.,  from 
1  Oil  are  glad  to  1)0  here?" 

The  opera  wa.  cast  and  .staged  supcrbh-  1)„ 
Jfarclu  a„,l  .Seot.i  were  i„  ..plondtl  voieT"„d  F..ot 
^a.''?  as  boautif „|lv  »,  she  lock,.!.    The  ^  1   i  i 

he  e  and  ;.  ^l?  "' ^""-•"^'-n  f^o".  (he  I>o.e 

here  and  there  v.s.bly  annoved  her.    She  leaned  for- 
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w.rd  over  the  r.il.  .bnorM,  e„,„„..,,|   ,,Ml»..,r 
boHom  roar  umj  fell  „mi..r  J.  "'"^h       ikt 

a  >vil,l  r.«..  ,„.„|      si„.  f '       ,  f      '    •"'  "'"'" 

.1-  .va-  „„.n.  .     -,;      ,f  r V"",";'"""'  '■'"  "'"" 

:t'::t;:,,;:::  -~?- = 

•"ost  casual  olnorvrr      V      •       ^^'•'•^•'^v,,,,^  to   tl.o 
•^»«    IMF    riJifiK'    tniL'')if     Iw     i.'i  Ik 


't  the  Miss  I) 


iU 


•crcMiitciJ.     \V  II,  wl 


'•avtr.n  f«»  u-l.om  },(.  |,„,|  i 


'"»<'v«'r  -ho  inirr},r  i,o. 


«u 


'•  '1'*'  otlu-r  Miss  Uraytun  nu'd 
re  «>f  one  ihin^r,  that  .hv  couhl ' 


K'on 


or  what- 


tiveoreharn.int,'than  tl 


't  not  Ik?,  he  felt 
not  bo  more  attrac- 


hacl  th 


rowu  into  his  arm 


»"'  voi.n^'  in^^t-nue  whom  fate 
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Between  the  acts  thev  resiin,n,l  fl.  • 

hou^.l.  If  ,..„.  ...  .     •\r!r""'^''  their  conversation. 


Ithou^l 


'  '^  ']'''  "^  «''-*t  .lifflcnlt  for  the  Lnrl 


to  earth  a^rain.     She  wo„M  rath, 
^"^aiise  talkin^r  involved  further  d 
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Ix'r  that  sh 

time,  she  found  that*^  Phill 


A'irl  to  come 

er  not  have  talked, 

eoit  and  remin<led 


^^asonlv  a  fraud  after  all.    Yet  aft 


er  a 


e-^ting  to  her  than  the    ,^_. 
o  talk  about  herself.     lie  found 


ip.s  was  seapcely  less  ii.te: 
opera.     liy  dccrrees  he  led  h 
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he^.'!f  ^'  """^  ""^  '"""""■"ecd  hcf  to  talk  about 

There  is  only  one  person  that  „  woman  wo„l,l 
rather  talk  «l,o„,  than  herself,  and  that  is  the  .nan 
sho  loves,  lileanor  Drayton  did  „„t  We  Phillips 
jet,  at  least  she  did  not  recognize  that  she  did  any 
more  than  Phillips  reeognized  that  he  loved  Eleano'r 
Urayton;  so  she  prattled  on,  forgetful  after  a  while 
ot  tho  part  slic  was  sustaining. 

She  laid  Ijer  life  bare  before  Imn.    In  each  of  the 
ong  mternussions  a  ehapler  of  the  story  was  told, 
le  learned  ahont  her  father,  about  tho  farm,  about 
her  ambitions   and  about  her  failures.    She  did  not 
tell  him  how  Iieart-breaking  it  Iiad  been,  but  that  he 
divined      It  was  a  eurious  e.xperience  for  the  girl 
Unsatisfying  life  between  the  aets;  romanee,  poetry' 
Illusion,  while  the  opera  was  being  snng.     Ho  liad 
questioned  her  so  deftly,  led  her  on  so  delieately,  that 
she  seareely  realized  that  she  had  told  him  so  much. 
Besides,  between  the  music  and  the  man,  she  had  no 
time  for  thought. 

It  was  over  at  last.  How  strangely  happy  she  felt 
chnging  to  his  arm  in  the  lobby,  oblivious  to  the 
eunous  glances  at  her  little  blue  jacket  and  her 
walking  hat,  while  they  waited  for  the  carriage  to 
come  to  the  entrance.  She  seemed  to  have  a  right 
to^be  there.    She  seemed  to  have  known  him  a  long 

There  was  another  short  drive  to  the  Waldorf 
then  a  supper,  the  daintiest  and  most  delightful 
repast  that  the  gods  over  set  before  a  goddes^  she 
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thought      It  was  like  part  of  the  play;  indeed  the 
whole  thing  had  been  like  a  play  to  her. 

He  kept  her  there  as  long  as  he  dared.  To  be 
sure,  there  was  no  one  to  question  whether  the  girl 
went  away  early  or  late,  and  he  was  enjo.ying  the  sit- 
uation so  greatly,  he  was  so  attracted  and  charmed 
by  her,  that  he  fain  would  have  kept  her  forever, 
^et  he  had  sworn  to  himself  to  tako  no  advantage 
of  her  inexperience  and  innocence,  and  by  and  by  he 
told  himself  that  they  must  part,  and  bade  her  good- 
night. ^ 

They  were  in  one  of  the  little  reception-rooms 
whither  they  had  strayed  after  that  supper. 

"It  has  been  such  a  delightful  evening,"  she  said, 
^^ny,  the  happiest  I  ever  had,  but  I  must  explain 
to  you '■ 

"I  must  go"  answered  the  man,  quickly,  taking 
her  hand;     it  is  very  late.    Good-night  " 
"Good-by!» 

"  Do  not  say  good-by.     Shall  I  not  see  you  to- 
morrow?   May  I  call  upon  you  in  the  afternoon?" 
1  must  go  home  to-morrow,"  she  faltered 

"  But  you  will  certainly  go  on  the  night  express. 
Won  t  you  see  me  here  if  I  call  to-morrow  at  three?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  girl,  with  bended  head  and  agi- 
tated eyes. 

He  longed  to  tell  her  right  then  and  there  two 
things.  That  he  knew  she  was  not  the  woman  he  had 
been  sent  to  meet,  the  real  Eleanor  Dravton,  and  that 
It  was  no  matter;  he  loved  her.  He  did  not  do  it,  but 
he  held  her  hand  tightly  as  he  said  good  night 
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"  You  said  it  was  heavenly  to  you.  It  has  bcea 
that  to  me.  I  introduced  you  to  the  opera;  you  in- 
troduced yourself  to  ine.  You  have  been  a  vision  to 
me.    You  won't  fail  me  to-morrow^  " 

"  I— I " 

"  Promise  me  on  your  word  of  honor.  I  won't 
let  you  go  unless  you  do!  " 

"I  promise,"  said  the  pirl;  "now  po!  I — I — 
can't  stand  any  more,  I  think.    (Jood-niffht." 

She  turned  away  lest  he  should  see  her  eyes  brim- 
ming with  tears,  and  when  she  looked  up  ho  had 
gone.  She  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  going  alone 
through  the  streets  at  that  hour  of  night,  or  morning, 
to  her  cheerless  lodging,  but  it  had  to  be  done.  The 
doorkeeper  of  the  hotel  stared  at  her  curiously  as 
she  left  the  building.  lie  wondered  where  a  young 
woman  dressed  in  that  fashion  could  be  going  at  tnat 
time  of  night.  Fortunately,  she  met  no  one  on  her 
way,  although  it  would  have  been  unfortunate  for 
any  one  to  have  molested  her,  for,  as  before,  at  a 
safe  distance  on  the  other  side  of  the  street,  Phillips 
followed  her  until  the  door  of  her  apartment-house 
closed  behind  her. 

When  she  reached  her  room  she  threw  herself, 
dressed  as  she  was,  upon  the  bed,  crushing  beneath 
her  the  roses  which  she  had  dropped  there,  and  burst 
into  tears. 

It  had  been  so  delightful,  the  man  had  been  so 
courteous,  so  tender,  so  appreciative,  and  so  sym- 
pathetic. She  had  enjoyod  it  as  if  to  the  manner 
born,  yet  it  was  all  got  by  false  pretense.    She  was  a 
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iJmton  «„s  awak,.„o,l.  Sho  hnd  sobbed  l,or,clf  to 
s  cop  after  a  Io„g  wro.tlo  ,ri,h  her  n.iserie,  „.  d 
-1  en  sl,e  arose  her  pre,,,-  froek  „,s  as  n.n.plel  ad 
bedraggled  as  her  feelings.  The  roses  on  ,  be, 
were  cn.shed  and  broken,  and  as  she  glanced  in  ,ho 
nurror  she  w,  s  shoeked  and  di.sn,av,.d  at  .he  hL^g.rd 
-rcehed  expression  upon  her  fac'e.    She   vo  dd  „„; 

he  had  won  by  her  q„„i„t  eo„r,esv  to  him   haS 

Auth  wlueh  he  dehvered  it,  failed  ,o  reassure  her. 
She  thanked  hi„>,  elosed  the  door,  and  sat  down 

he  stnng  w.th  unsteady  fingers.     The  pareel  Core 
•er  address  she  notiecd  vaguely,  and  on  the  wnp" 

i\ew  iork,  mto  the  ,rindows  of  whose  e3,.,bli.,h- 
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mont  she  had  often  gazed  with  deliphtod  apprecia- 
tion. 

When  she  got  the  box  open  at  last,  she  saw  a  great 
heap  of  the  most  e.\«iuisite  lilies  of  the  valley.  There 
was  no  card,  nothing  to  indicate  the  donor,  and  after 
her  first  exelaniation  of  rapture  at  the  delicious 
daintiness  and  exquisite  fragrance  of  the  blossoms,  it 
suddenly  flashed  into  her  mind  that  they  could  have 
come  from  but  one  person  in  Xew  York. 

At  the  same  time  she  realized  that  they  had  come 
from  him,  sli<^  also  realized  that  she  must  bo  dis- 
covered, that  if  he  had  believed  her  to  be  what  she 
had  assumed  he  would  have  sent  the  flowers  to  the 
hotel.     The  conclusion  was  appalling! 

How  had  he  learned?  Had  she  told  him?  She 
remembered  saying  that  lilies  of  the  valley  were  her 
favorite  flowers.  lie  had  smiled  at  her  for  being 
so  old-fashioned,  but  tenderly.  8he  had  told  him 
many  things,  she  realized  now,  but  certainly  she 
could  not  have  betrayed  the  main  fact  of  her  adven- 
ture. ;N'o,  the  man  must  have  followed  her!  Ho 
knew  then,  he  knew  everything!  He  knew  that  she 
was  a  fraud,  that  she  had  enjoyed  his  society  in  the 
place  of  another  woman.  That  she  was  not  the 
Eleanor  Drayton  to  whom  he  had  been  accredited! 
Perhaps  he  had  known  it  all  the  time!  Consterna- 
tion! The  janitor  was  passing  the  door  again.  She 
called  out  to  him:  "  Did  anybody  inquire  for  me  this 
morning,  Michael?" 

"  Yisj  miss,"  replied  the  man,  "  the  bye  that  brung 
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thini  posifs,  an'  last  ni^rht  tlicre  wii.s  u  pntilmin  here, 
lua'aui,  about  eight  oVh»ck,  ji.st  as  ye  cum  in." 

The  faithful  .Michael  did  not  know  that  she  had 
gone  out  again. 

"Who  was  her' 

"I  dunno,  ma'am.  Hut  ho  wus  a  mighty  civil 
spoken  man,  an'  hansum'." 

This  was  worse  and  worse!  He  had  known  about 
It  last  night,  when  she  was  enjoying  his  company  in 
that  fool's  paradise.  Perhaps  he  ha<I  known  about 
it  from  the  beginning.  She  buried  her  face  in  the 
cool  blossoms  and  sobbed  as  if  her  l,.>art  would  break. 
And  she  had  thought  she  had  been  successful  in  de- 
ceiving him! 

She  wanted  to  get  away,  to  leave  the  city,  to  get 
back  to  the  farm  in  the  hills.     She  had  beJn  a  fool 
in  her  dreams  and  in  her  ambitions  before;  last  night 
she  had  been  a  fool  iu  her  actions.     And  he  knew! 
She  had  drunk  deep  for  one  brief  period  of  the  spring 
she  fain  would  have  quaffed,  and  the  taste  was  now 
bitter  in  her  mouth.     She  would  go,  she  would  go 
that  very  moment.    She  would  never  see  him  again. 
Yet  all  the  miseryshe  had  experienced  was  as  nothing 
to  the  pain  that  filled  her  breast  at  that  resolution. 
No,  she  would  not  go.    Xot  ur.cil  night,  at  any  rate. 
She  would  keep  her  word.    She  had  pledged  him  her 
honor,  and  while  she  had  no  doubt  that  he  was  quite 
convinced  that  she  had  no  honor,  yet  she  would  show 
him  the  contrary,  and  she  would  show  him  that  she 
did  not  lack  courage  cither,  for  she  would  keep  that 
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appointment,  go  bravely  to  hini  and  toll  him  tho 
truth. 

What  must  h«'  havp  thou^'ht  of  her?  How  hoKl, 
how  unmuidenly  Aw  had  h.-cn— un  adv.  ntuns-sl 
No,  she  eouUl  not  face  him.  Vet  she  mu.-it!  After 
all  she  eould  not  get  a  way  from  Xew  York  until 
night,  ihe  thought.  He  had  told  her  and  he  shouhl 
know.  Yes,  she  wouM  nei*  him.  It  would  Ix-  humili- 
ating, agonizing,  to  eonfe.-is  what  he  alrea<ly  knew. 
But  .she  had  tiiis  eompensation;  she  eould  at  least  sec 
him  and  tell  him  that  .she  was,  but  for  this  one  fatal 
misstep,  an  honorable  wonum.  She  did  not  n-alizo 
that  if  he  were  not  already  eonvin«'ed  of  that  faet  no 
statement  on  her  part  would  earry  eonvietion  to 
him.     That  was  ^  art  of  her  inno<'one»'. 

Tho  manuseripts  she  had  submitted  variously  had 
all  been  returned.  Tin  re  was  no  grate  or  stove  in 
the  rouin  of  course — it  was  heated,  inadequately 
enough,  by  a  hot-air  register— but  she  eould  destroy 
her  papers  without  difticulty.  She  took  out  the  little 
heap  on  which  she  had  toiled  so  painfully,  and  tore 
the  leaves  into  tiny  pieces  which,  in  default  of  a 
waste-basket,  she  threw  into  a  corner  of  the  room 
for  the  caretaker's  attention.  Then,  witl  a  vivid 
recollection  of  the  nectar  and  ambrosia  of  the  night 
before,  she  made  herself  a  cup  of  tea  over  a  spirit 
lamp,  changed  her  dress,  and  went  to  the  miserable 
little  art  store — save  the  mark! — on  Third  Avenue, 
which  was  the  only  one  where  her  pictures  had  re- 
ceived the  slightest  attention.  She  intended  to  get 
those  pictures  and  destroy  them  also. 
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Whpu  uhe  gut  thiTo  unolhor  ^l^o<•k  uwuiteil  hor. 
Her  pictures  were  gone!  "Sold,"  said  tho  little 
Hebrew,  unetunurtl.v  rubbing  iii.H  hamlrf,  "  moM  thin 
morning  to  a  gentleuiun,  u  line  ha..  '  >nir  niuu,  who 
drove  up  and  said  he  would  take  ♦'  jui  all.  Took 
them  without  looking  at  them,  too,"  said  the  man, 
adding  fuel  to  h«r  niiserv. 

It  was  he,  of  eourse.  She  rememlx'rcd  telling  him 
that  she  had  exhibited  th<'m  in  a  j*hop.  Yen,  she  had 
probably  told  him  where,  in  answer  to  what  she  had 
thought  a  careless  question.  It  was  noble  of  him  to 
buy  them,  but— he  hadn't  looked  at  them!  He  had 
not  bought  them  for  the  sake  of  the  pictures,  thcfu. 
That  was  crushing!  Still,  there  was  another  side  to 
it.  If  not  for  the  sake  of  tho  pictures,  it  must  have 
been  for  her  sake.  Yet,  how  dare  he  treat  her  pic- 
tures so  uncavalierly^ 

She  received  the  money,  at  least  that  proportion 
that  the  dealer  chose  to  give  her,  without  a  question, 
returning  a  decided  negative  to  his  request  for  more 
pictures.  The  sum  was  quite  largo  to  her,  but  sho 
knew  what  to  do  with  it.  It  made  it  doubly  necessary 
for  her  to  see  him  that  afternoon.  She  would  give 
it  back  to  him. 

IIow  she  passed  the  time  until  the  hour  arrived 
she  could  scarcely  remember.  But  the  appointed 
time  found  her  in  the  little  reception  room  where  he 
was  waiting  for  her. 

On  his  part,  he  had  been  as  eager  and  as  unsettled 
as  she,  for  fear  she  would  not  come.  He  had  seut 
the  flowers  the  first  thing  in  the  mormng.    He  had 
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TvahuHl  that  Much  tt  ^Mrl  ««  h«  i,naKin.Ml  hor  to  be 
wou  .1  ...r.uinl^-  Ik.  nuAAv  to  v^rty  out  tho  am-ption 
further;  that  .hIk-  wuuI.I  huvo  to  .unff^H  when  nho 
••ttw  lum,  u,„|  lu.  hu.l  u  pntty  Mhrrwd  idoa  that  hor 
couH'wuvv  would  inukc  h..r  sec-  hin.;  that  i.,  if  «ho 
wm»  the.  pri  h(.  thoi.^rht  hor.     L'„J..r  nuch  eireum. 
«taru.(.K  he  intcu.hd  to  ...akc  it  ra.ny  for  hor  by  h'ttin^ 
J'cr  know,  in  thi.  Kmooful  way,  that  ho  know  about 
It  and  that  ho  lu,.l  no  oon.sure  to  pan..     Hin  anxiotv 
Y  uriMn  from  tho  fact  that  it  wa..  barolv  pon^ibfo 
that  «ho  n.iKht  not  bo  tho  kind  of  a  girl  h.."in.aginod 
hor  to  bo,  ,n  whioh  oa.so  all  hi.  hypotho.on  a.  to  hor 
fufuro  oonduot  would  fall  to  the  sroun<l.    Thore  was 
joy  and   rohof  in   hi.  countonanoo,   thoroforo,  and 
humiliation  and  donpair  in  hors,  a.  they  met. 

"  Miss  Drayton,"  ho  bcpin,  taking  hor  unresisting 
hand  in  hi.s  own,  "  I  am  «o  reliovod  that  vou  have 
como.     All  day  long  I  have  boon  wondoVing  and 
J»o|)ing  and  waiting  for  this  moment." 
!!  ^r*'",^'"^  "*^  ^'"^'^  flowers?  "  asked  tho  girl. 

"  You  knew,  then  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Miss  Drayton " 

"But  you  knew  I  was  not  your  Miss  Dravton/* 
siio  burst  forth. 

*^*  I  wish  to  heaven  you  were!  "  he  said  fervently. 
Hush !  Don't  talk  to  mo  like  that,  it  hurts  me.  I 
do  not  know  what  you  must  think  of  me,  but  I  did 
not  do  it  deliberately." 

y  think  you  everything  that  a  woman  ought  to 
bf,    was  Lis  extravagant  reply.    « I  understand  ex- 
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aetly  Imu'  it  arcurr.  «1.  You  gave  way  to  a  •ndden 
iiiij.ulMs  un.i  I  .hull  bU-M  vou  turt>ir  tor  having 
done  80." 

"  I  iw'Vfr  knew  how  it  woiihi  U-  until  I  got  htrt- 
lu«t  niglit,  and  after  I  loft  >ou— nnd— ihin— I  .hall 
never  gt-t  over  the  A\&xnv\  " 

"  Don't  say  that,  pluu«e!  I  understand.  It  was  a 
BurrcMider  to  u  momentary  i<iea  .m  your  part,  and  I 
tell  you  that  I  urn  ^'lad  that  you  did  it.  I  <lid  not 
dream  there  were  girl.s  like  you  in  the  world.  1  .nhall 
never  forget  our  evening  together.  I  am  a  middle- 
agiKl  man,  years  older  than  you  are,  but  Eleanor 
Drayton,  I  am  in  love  with  vou." 

'*  Don't!  "  cried  the  girl  again.  *•  Vou  would  not 
uay  that  if  you  respected  me.  You  think  because  I 
am  a  fraud,  because  I  took  that  other  woman's  place 
last  night,  tiiat  you  can  nay  anything  you  like  to  me  I 

But  one  error  like  that  doesn't  justify  you " 

"  My  dear  child!  "  said  the  man,  stopping  the  rush 
of  passionate  words  by  taking  both  her  hands  and 
leading  her  to  a  seat  near  the  window.  Fortunately 
no  one  entered  the  room  and  they  were  as  much 
alone  as  if  they  had  been  on  a  desert  island.  "  Does 
a  man  insult  a  woman  when  he  tells  her  that  he  loves 
her  and  does  himself  the  honor  of  asking  her  to  be 
his  wife?" 

"  Your  wife!  "  cried  the  girl  staring  at  him. 
"  I  mean  just  that." 

"  Aren't  you  carried  away  by  an  impulse  now?  " 
"T  ^-ve  had  nearly  twenty-four  hours  to  think 
Miss  Drayton,"  answered  Phillips  gravely, 
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"  and  the  more  I  think,  the  more  determined  I  be- 
oonic.  A  day  is  sufficient  time  in  which  to  accomplish 
a  groat  deal  in  Xew  York." 

"  You  lovo  me?  IIow  can  vouj  ' 
"  I  never  was  good  at  analysis,"  answcrc  1  Phillips 
smiling.  '*  I  only  know  that  I  do.  But  you  have 
not  answered  me.  Do  you — of  course  you  can  not, 
but  vill  you "  It  was  his  turn  to  become  em- 
barrassed now.  "  Miss  Drayton,"  lie  continued  for- 
mally, "  I  do  truly  love  you.  The  njore  I  see  of  you 
the  more  I  love  you.  I  am  alone  in  the  world.  I 
have  a  sufficiency  of  this  world's  goods  to  keep  .a 
wife.     Will  you  marry  me?  " 

The  girl  withdrew  her  hands,  rested  her  elbows 
on  a  window  ledge  and  covered  lier  eyes  for  a 
moment  of  reflection.  Xot  as  tc  whether  she  loved 
him.  She  was  sure  of  that.  IIow  could  she,  how 
could  any  woman,  help  that?  But  there  must  be 
something  wrong.  It  was  impossible  that  he  loved 
her.  If  there  were  only  some  test  of  his  sincerity 
that  she  could  apply.    Ah! 

"  Those  pictures  of  mine."  she  said  looking  up  at 
him.    "  You  bought  them  this  morning?    Why?  " 

"  Well,  for  your  sake.    I  wanted  to  ha  -  3  them." 

"  Not  for  the  sake  of  the  pictures?  If  they  had 
not  belonged  to  me,  would  you  have  bought  them? " 

"  ^0,  I  suppose  not.  You  see,  my  ordinary  bus- 
iness would  not  have  called  me  where  I  could  have 
seen  them." 

"  There  was  nothing  in  the  pictures  then,  to  at- 
tract you? " 
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"My  dear  iMias  Drayton,"  he  expostulated  en- 
deavoring to  stave  off  the  impending  question  he 
was  quick  enough  to  foresee. 

"  No,  I  want  an  answer,"  she  insisted. 
It  was  a  hard  question,  but  his  good  angel  was 
standing  by  his  side,  and  he  told  the  truth. 
"  Well,  no,  then." 
"  The  pictures  are  very  bad?  " 
"  If  you  must  have  it — yes." 
"  There  is  no  evidence  of  talent,  genius,  then?  " 
"  Not  the  slightest." 

"  And  you  bought  them  because " 

''  1  bought  them  because  I  loved  you  and  because 
I  did  not  wish  pictures  like  those  to  appear  in  public 
with  the  name  of  my  future  wife  signed  to  them." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  girl  quietly,  "  I  believe 
that  you  do  love  me.    You  are  an  honest  man.    I  will 
marry  you,  if  you  will  come  to  the  farm  for  me." 
"  But  do  you  love  me? "  ho  queried,  puzzled. 
She  nodded  her  head  slowly. 
"I  cannot  help  it,"  she  murmured,  hiding  her 
face  in  her  hands. 

They  were  still  alone  luckily,  and  he  speedily 
found  a  more  satisfactory  resting  place  for  that 
pretty  head  than  those  dainty  hands. 

"  Now  you  will  tell  me  why  you  accepted  me  after 
so  much  catechism?" 

"  Your  answers  convinced  me  that  you  were  an 
honest  man.  If  you  told  me  the  truth  about  the 
pictures,  you  would  tell  me  the  truth  about  every- 
thing.    I  know  the  pictures  are   a^vfua.     I  have 
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learned  that  since  I  came  to  New  York.    I  tore  ud 
my  writing,  this  morning.    I  was  going  to  got  Z 

tiiat  1  bad  tailed  in  everything." 

;;  There  is  one  thing  I  am  sure  you  will  not  fail 

"What  is  that?" 

;^'  In  being  the  sweetest  and  dearest  of  wives." 

b.Pn    ''      ^'^\   '^'  '"^'^'"'^  ^^"^P^"^-     "  2^t  it  lias 
Deen  so  irregular- " 

sm'i'litg.''   "'"'^'"■'   '"   ''''"°'°"''"   ""^   i»t"™Pted 

"  And  I'm  glad  I'm  not  the  other  Miss  Dravton." 
oo  am  I." 

anLertheC^^'""'"'^^""'^-^-'" 
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.    ^;°'*  ^*  «  Pitj/'  said  the  woman  softly,  "  that 

She  struck  a  few  random  chords  upon  the  oiano 
uate  the  sadness  of  the  thought  that  filled  her  mind 

«^r«^.rtLrrtrrhirH'.cro;f''  ■'  *••  •-''^ 

those  included  in  tU,  volume  in  that  it  U  ,l        ,   '"'  """°"« 
h.»  not  h,m  the  .dvantaw  of  .  ;'  °°'^  ""^  "'"* 

teen  orTh^he^eX^rrrcolt""'  ^"^^  "^  '7'- 
thia  declination  are  clearly  set  fnrfK       ^^  '■^^'°"'  ^°'' 

'-  .  representative  ^n^e  ^^ IT^Z^t,  'T^^^. 
"My  Dear  Dr.  Brady: 

r^^^'^^^ri:^^'^Z-Z^^^^^^  t"t  I  fear  our 

I'ave  to  be  extremely  eaVef  I  as  von"iP''"l"''"  '"  ^*-  ^^ 
peculiar  audience.  If  it  were  tS  w  f^  ?%  ^^^""^  °^  o"'" 
to  say  yes  instead  of  encbsL/tt  MS     ''  '  '^°"'^  "'''  ^^^^^ 

"  Yours,  very  faithfully, 


In  one  fonn  or  another  this  was  the  verdict  of  most  of 
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w«»  in  dark     .s  "v.  f     '""""  """  '"'^-    T''"  '""m 
standing     ',;:::;  ,,7  :r  "*  "">-  "W-f-hioned 

".at  light  ho  o„  rt '  J':;  v'."'^"-  ^" 

auont  tlic  porch  came  blowing  inf„  .i 
on  tho  night  air  "'owing  into  the  room 

Their'^brr:;:;!  tf::ir  %r '- 

■n  toueh  for  a  brief  ,pace  andth!  ^^  ""'"^ 

Like  two  shins  wl    ■•.  ZT  ""'"-"fo  severed, 

bow,  thoy  d„  their      '"'"'\"''''  ""  'he  ocean,  they 
ever."     "^     "^  ^"'  ^"^  ""''  »«"  ""'.y-parted,  for- 

stiii  7" '■■'"'"""•"'''''^''  'he  man  drawing 
;^^;;^^;^-had  a  pleasant  snmmer  together,  Mr. 


proper  o.  k„„,„,_  „.^.^^  ./„„7drt.  "if  "'"''■^  «*-'>  '»  i"- 
Ronrral  circulate,,,  t  should  L  i  /  "  ""K'^i'"'  of 
opinion,  „„  thi,  ,„e3,i„r  I„  th  /  •'"  '"'"'   -"«" 

"»-'  'or  .e  .ol,„re"-he  rel    ZtT  """i ''  "''"  '"'  P"" 
nearly  literally  (rue  than  .„„  Ti,       .  "  '"^'■OI'D  i,  ,„(,„ 

'he  detail,  J™  „  tj,",  ."l  ^^^  '"  ">•=  """"<■    I  'eeeived 
^«Uon.    The  story  and     h  '      „       T  thr'°"°"  "  '''°"' 
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Effingham.  Now  it  i.  over.  I  am  going  away  to- 
jnorrow  back  to  the  eit,-"  hc/hca'  dip!:, 
ower,  her  voice  sank  almost  to  a  whisper--  back 
to  the  city,"  she  murmured,  '^  the  city  with  all  its 
evil^ts^  M.ckedne«s,  its  crime,   its  shame.     Back 

"  Do  you  know  what  you  are  saying?  "  interrupted 
the  man  almost  roughly. 

"  Who  should  know  better  than  V  " 
"But " 

"I  am  going  out  of  your  life  to-morrow,"'  .he 
contmued  swiftlv      "  Tf  ha^  i.«  i 

T  .„     •  X    ,       .  ^^  ^^^"  ^  pleasant—shall 

I  say  interlude  ?-but  it  is  over  and—  " 

"  You  are  never  going  out  of  my  life!  "  returned 
the  man  bending  over  her. 

^nf.'/iT'V^''  ^'''  '""^^^  ^•"'  ^'ft-J  her  hand 
and  held  him  back. 

^    "Out  of  your  life,"  .,ho  persisted   rolontle..sly. 

you  will    pass  mo  by  as  the  idle  wind  which '  " 

I  can  not  have  you  say  such  things  as  that!" 
sa.d  the  man  taking  her  han,l  in  his  own.     "  The 

Besides  I-Miss  Carstairs,  I  „m  only  a  poor  country 
clergyman,    the    rector   of   this    little    insignificant 

atw  """iJt  '''"  "'  »  *■•?■"'-  -  -.  hard  on 
at  best  and  the  life  of  his  wife  is  perhaps  harder     I 

r yrLn-:!!'^ '° "'-  -"■  '  '■-  -  ■>- 

Stop!  "  cried  the  woman  rising  to  her  feet  and 


({ 


if  11 

m 


208 


The  Records 


III 


tearing  away  her  hand.  "  You  do  not  know  what  you 
say.    You  don't  know  what  I  am." 

"I  know  you  are  the  sweetest,  purest,  noblest 
woman  whom  God  has  ever  permitted  me  to  meet." 

"No,  no  I" 

"  Yes.  And  this  summer  spent  with  you  has  been 
the  happiest  in  my  life.  You  will  forget  me  doubt- 
less, and  when  we  meet  on  the  street  it  will  bo  you 
who  will  pass  me  by  ns  the  idle  wind  which  you  re- 
spect not."  He  smiled  sadly  as  he  completed  her 
quotation.  "  But— I  love  you,  Miss— Laura.  I  shall 
never  forget  you  I  AVere  my  heart  earth  in  its  earthy 
bed  it  would  leap  to  the  tread  of  your  footstep  above 
it.    Pass  you  by?    I  would  give  all  that  I  hope  for  if 

you  would  be " 

He  hesitated.  The  woman  stood  as  if  petrified, 
listening  to  the  passionate  avowal. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  as  she  1*    'ccd  at  him,  constrained 

by  his  feeling,  "  if  I  would  be  your " 

■'  My  wife." 

And  as  he  spoke  the  magic  words  she  had  longed 
to  hear  she  suddenly  stooped,  seized  Lis  hand  before 
he  comprehended  what  she  was  about  and  kissed  it. 

"Laura!     Does  this  mean  that  you " 

"That  I  love  you?  Yes!  The  years  I  spent  in 
the  convent,  so  long  ago  it  seems,  the  few  months 
that  I  have  been  here — they  were  glimpses  of 
heaven!  I  have  won  the  love  of  an  honest  man,  an 
honorable  gentleman — but  it  was  bitterly  wrong  of 
me.  I  should  not  have  let  you  speak.  I  should  have 
gone  away  before — but  it  was  so  sweet  to  me!    For- 


» <•'  i 


^^4^  Levite 

"  But  you  said— I  can  8carce  holiove  if-~tJ.„f  , 

man  that  daunts  you "  cicrgy- 

"A^'o,  nof    I  could  work  for  you    work  ulfJ, 
slave  f„..  ,  ,„„„. ,  ,„     4-;  -a        ,  , 

not-— worthy  of  you.    lam " 

r  Say  rather  I  am  unworthy  of  you." 
^^^    Xo,  not  thati     When  you  know  you  will-..a3t 

the?  Jet':?!;  fr""  k"" '^  ^^^^^^^  ^-"-  of 

»ee  yet  will  I  never  be  offended/"  returned  fl,« 
™s    u„e       ,0,.,,  <,„oU„,  f.„„'.Hc  Cr,  ,    : 

self     Ifv  "      """"■  ^■''"  '"  'P''"''  ^»  of  your- 

self.   Ifyoulovemp,  bemy  wife" 

He  stretched  out  his  arms  toward  her  with  »H  I,; 

the  windo;  and  made  b„  d  to      Z""  '""  "''°"«'' 
More  r,»■,.^,  7  *°  ""*"■■  I'Monounced." 

been  subJectedrSuTat^'  it:™?'"'?,  ^"r  •■:' 
newcomer  welcome.    KusseluU      1t^  tYel^'' 
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The  hand  sho  oxtended  to  him  shook  in  his  strong, 
linn  grasp.  Her  eves  fell  before  his  direct  searching 
glance,  but  had  her  confusion  been  less  she  would 
have  seen  nothing  but  a  great  pity  for  her  in  his 
honest  gaze. 

"You  are  going  away  to-morrow  morning,"  ho 
said. 

"  Yes." 

"  It  has  been  a  pleasant  summer?  " 

"  The  happiesit  I  have  ever  known." 

"  We  will  hope  for  many  more  for  you,  oh,  EfHng- 
ham? " 

"  Yes,  yes,  of  course,"  answered  the  clergyman, 
who  had  by  this  time  partially  recovered  his  com- 
posure. "  Russell,"  he  exclaimed,  coming  to  a  sud- 
den determination,  "you  arc  my  oldest  and  best 
friend.  It  soems  proper  that  I  should  tell  you  that 
I  have  this  dav  asked- 


» 


"  Don't!  "  cried  the  woman  sharply. 

"  I  came  her-  "  mterposed  Russell  quickly,  "  to 
tell  you  that  there  is  a  man  hurt — seriously— who 
needs  your  best  attention,  down  the  road.  You  must 
come  at  once!  " 

"Go  quickly,"  said  the  woman,  extending  her 
hand. 

"  I  shall  sec  you  to-morrow,"  promptly  answered 
Effingham,  taking  her  hand  in  both  of  his  own  as 
he  spoke,  "  and  until  then,  good-by." 

He  could  not  hesitate  before  an  appeal  of  that 
kind. 

Good-by,"  whispered  the  woman  faintly. 


II 
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The  Levite 

77"'jV?"'  ""-<^ii^^^^^  l,„rrv  " 

«""1.1  Lave  „  ,  1        f ,   '"■  "'."^  '""• '"  '""k  "I"-'  «...! 
Tliero  «us  an  „rr..,„  i      '""'  '"••""'iKuro,!  her  fa,.,, 

•>.-  h,v  iho  :,;::7:,'"'"  ""'■'"  '■" ''"-.  -t  sh„t 

"Oil,"  she  said  ivoarilv  „t  l,i,(    "  ;,  ;    ,       ,      . 
Who  can  wash  o„t  tho  uJ     Tl  "  '"*"• 

tl.^.V  never  torgH~o\oT    ■?    "  T'"  '"'I"''-'' 

'a>n3  never  to  ?iL:i:r^:::tr.t;'r''-'- 


n 

embowered  rrawM..   T""'"''  "'"  P'™'""'  'r''^- 
«  a..nt  had  taken  fotrsl^lr"'^'  '■" 

fee.nooneto'overheaTredeTrer"""' 
">to  the  deeper  shadow  of  the  border  t  f""^''^'"' 

I'H-s  here/'  he  said  quiet],  '°'*""- 

"Here?    Where?" 

Russell  laid  his  hand  upon  the  oth,.r'=  1 
You  are  he."  '  *^'- 
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"1?  What  <lo  you  moun?  I  tlmu^fit  you  mxA 
BoniclKxIy  ujiH  li'irt-— tliaf  my  sorviefH  \v«'r<!  lutnliMH" 

**  OKI  friciKl,  Home  one  is  hurt— or  will  bc».  Souio 
onp  who  will  uood  uU  the  manhood  and  courage  that 
you  po«se««.'* 

••  What  folly  h  thi«?  If  it  U  a  je8t  it  U  most  in- 
opportune, KuH.sell,  for  I  had  just  asiked  Miss  Car- 
stairs  to  be  my  wife  when " 

"  Alisa  Carstairs  can  never  be  your  wife,  Effing- 
ham." 

"And  why  not?" 
"She- 


>> 


Russell  hesitated. 

"  Speak  out,  man!    For  God's  sake,  what  do  you 
mean  ? " 

"  She  is— she » 

"  Not  married  already?  " 

"  No.     W^ould  that  she    »rerel  " 

"  My  God,  do  you  mean " 

"  She  lives  in  Boston  with— Mastcn." 
The  name  was  a  familiar  one  to  the  clergyman, 
to  everyone  in  Massachusetts  in  fact.    Masten  was  a 
rich  man  about  town,  a  man  whose  acquaintance  was 
an  insult  to  any  honest  woman. 

"  But  she  is  married  to  him? "  queried  Effingham 
desperately. 

"  No." 

"  It's  a  lie  I    A  dastardly  lie!  " 

The  clergyman  struck  viciously  at  his  friend's 
face.    The  latter  must  have  expected  something  for 
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ho  parriiHl  tl,o  |,|„w  on-ilv  nn.I  oauirhf  1.:-    .         i- 

't'ff**.     Dul  I  ovrr  lio  to  voiir' 

hcaZ"-"..""^'"^"  ""■"'     "  '-"  »"'  '-:     I  «o„'t 
"  you  „„,„  l„.„, ..  i„,i,,^,,  „^^  ^^ 

«>"  h«,  ,ho  i,.„i  ..,-,1  ,„  ,,,„.  „  f,.!r,„„,„o„,s ,  .r; 

eon„n«  back  ,„  1„„,  „„,,  „v,.nvh..l,„i„^  |,i ,       yZ 
wa,  what  »ho  meant  .!,..„.    C),„  fi„,,  pi,^.  .Zi    "^'"^ 

ca  Jrnt  'To  !';:„,i  .t""" '"  ""''""•  -^  "■» 

u  iirro  to  spond  the  summor.     Slip  u-i,  Jll 

her  expe„.o,.  I've  ,«■„  „,.,„  „,  ,„  ,„„,'"■',  ^ 
educate,!  ,„  a  convent  I  have  learned.  Her  atlr 
d'od,  her  property  «a,  lo„.  She  eame  o  "  o7  L 
con>-o„t,  helple,,.  innoeen,,  ,-,„„,.„,  S'J^^^ 
ha     I,laekK„ar,I   «„„..„.,   ,,„„j,   ;„  ,'^^ 

d  u,  t  know  the  de.ail,-and  that',  all.    She  i.,  ^lin. 
uack  to  him  to-morrow."  h^'ug 

ire  was  an  injured  man  indeed  under  the  .,hadow 
of  the  trees,  .  man  who  would  have  fallen  but  C 

-a-  au  the  imnutrations  of  the  Eev.   Alfred 
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Kmn^'ham  m  no  man  had  ivrr  no.iliMl  tlunii  J>cforp, 
to  .nttble  him  to  survive  thu  dU'luiurci  of  thai  night! 


} 


m 
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"No,"  «ai.l  thn  woman  firmb',  "  I  tell  vou  again. 
iw>««tiv.ly,  it  eun  not  br.  I  »„,  ,loti.rmin.'d  to  break 
it  otF  now  and  fnri»ver." 

"  What  are  vou  gr.ing  to  do?" 

1'  V""  ^^*"^  **^  '**"  "  <i'v<'nt  woman,  please  God." 

"  Kven  r.    I  do  not  wonder  that  yon  are  «uri)ri»ed. 

I  am  surprised  mysClf.     IJut  I  have  di.eid.'<i " 

"  When  u  man  makes  a  deelarafion  like  that  one 
Rnvs  cherchn  la  frmmrf  In  thin  ease  we  reverge  the 
interrogation.     Wljo  Js  the  man?  " 

Laura  Carstairs  and  ^fa.frn  were  walking  aero«s 
the  Com,    >n  at  IJosfon  two  ,la.vs  after  her  departure 
from  the  little  village  where  she  had  spent  the  sum- 
mer.     At    her    eompanion's    searehing   query    tho 
woman's  faee  flushed.     She  turned  away  her' head. 
'•  There  is  a  man,  then!  "  exelaimed  the  ou,  r.     I 
knew  it!"     His  eoarse  heavy  face  was  alivo  with 
jealous  anger.    "  Who  is  he?    I  don't  believe  all  this 
rot  about  virtue  and  so  on." 

"  Yea,  there  is  a  man,"  said  the  woman,  "  a  man 
far  removed  from  you  and  your  kmd.  A  gentleman, 
a  clergvman  of  the  Episcopal  Church.  When  you 
sent  me  there  to  recover  from  tho  tvphoid  fever  while 
you  built  me  a  house  you  builded  better  than  you 
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kni'w.     I  mH  him  thrrf.     \U  catno  to  tee  me.    Ho 
even  fell— in  love — with  mo." 

"  Oh,  of  courik.,  •  gnporod  the  mon  bruttlly.  "  I 
iinderMtand." 

"  Xo,  you  do  not  undewtan.1.  It  i*  „oi  powiblo 
for  you  to  compreluiid  love  like  hin.  He  flaked  me 
to— to  marry  him." 

"  I  think  I  8ee  you  a  proaeher'n  wife!  " 

"  I  Hhall  never  Ik,  a  preacher'*  wife.  I  ahall  never 
be  any  body 'h  wife." 

"You  didn't  accept  him  then.' 

"  Accept  him?    U    After  you! '' 

"  ^**l?""  ***"  *'""  "**'"'^  "^"^  '•"'*'  affair?" 
"  No/'  answered  the  woman,  "  I  did  not." 

"  Well,  what  will  happen  when  you  do? " 
"  I  do  not  know.    But  I  intend  to  tell  him  " 
"When?" 

"  When  I  ffet  ray  courage  up.     Ife  respects  me— 
he  loves  me." 

"Do  you  think  he'll  love  you— as  y-^u  call  it— 
when  he  finds  out? " 

"  I — I  do  not  know.     I  suppose  not." 

Yet  as  the  woman  spoke,  in  spite  of  herself  there 
was  a  quiver  of  hope  in  her  voice.  There  was  a 
pleadmg  note  in  her  speech  as  she  turned  to  her 
ruthless  companion. 

"  His  profession  is  to  forgive,"  she  said.  "  There 
was  a  Magdalen  once— his  Master  did.    Maybe " 

''Laura,  you're  a  fool!"  said  the  man  bluntly. 

"^  "O^x.dn  I  luoK  at  you  alter  he  knew  the 

truth.    I  am  not  much,  but— I  like  you  und  I'm  will- 
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ing  to  take  care  of  you.    Besides,  you  have  no  choice. 

-"  r/',r,;r  ^^"^^  downward  «-ith  his  finger 
—    the  flutter!  "  ^ 

^    "That's  not  true,"  said  the  woman  desperately. 

I  Will  go  to  lum.    I  will  tell  him  the  truth.    I  will 
appeal  to  him." 

"  To  marry  you?" 

"No.    Tosaverac!    To  help  me,  to " 

The  words  died  away  on  her  lip,,.    They  were  near 

black-coated  3gure  turned  in  from  the  sidewalk  and 
stepped  upon  the  path.    The  woman  stopped,  stared 
and  went  whiter  than  before,     ilasten  for      1  his' 
coarseness  was  quick  and  keen.    He  instantly  put  two 
and  two  together. 

"Your  clerical  friend,  I  see,"  he  remarked  with 
grdX^.  ""''''"'^-      "  ^''"•-"'"'    ™-'-g-      ^Vell, 

He  struck  off  into  a  path  branching  from  the  main 
on^  wa  ked  a  few  yards  and  sat  down  on  a  bench 
puffing  lazdy  at  his  cigar  as  he  watched  the  two. 

The  Eev   Alfred  Effingham  was  a  changed  man 

wf  •     ^  %'"''^'-'y  »f  y»"th,  the  sunshine  Z 
happiness    had  gone  out  of  him.     Once  he  had 
™lked  ,vath  the  careless   firm  step  of  a  healthv 
happy  man,  all  the  fair  sweet  world  before  him     The 

He  had  held  his  head  high  and  feared  no  man  or  wo^ 

sw'as  h  fr;  "^'^ '""''' "  '''''"^'  -™«'»-'o 

dri'     >  t  "',      "^  ''''""  ""^  ~'"'*''y  «"«'^-    Now  he 
dragged  h^  feet  wearily  over  the  city  street  toward 
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I— I  beg  your  pardon,' 
he  said.— Page  277 
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untwisted  nervously  '"''''   '"■''"=<*  «"'' 

-quarely  in  the^thwav  Tt  „'",'•"""';  '''f  -"">'' 
every  line  of  his  fg„re  ho  '  '  ^  "'  '  "«  '" 
hi-,  her  whole  I  ifgl  snite  of  .r""""^  "'"•"'' 
f  W  p„..  attraet!d":Zr  il'^  ^Vof  "^ 
hands  seemed  stretched  out  to  drl  J  u  ?  ""'' 

thousand  hands  seemed  T  T  ^""  •"  ■""•'  » 

yet  she  stood  Itedtth  ''  ""^  '°™^'l  >■""' 

elms,  swept  hrrhiirLif.:'!, -."■-"• 

waj.  autumn,  shading  the 

wafaZrcttrert'T  ■'"''-'''' 

etraction  he  lifted  his  head     H  ""'  "^  *■"  '"'- 

the  agony  i„  his  fae"  "  '''■"'  ''=''^<'  ">  -« 

"  r-I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  ..-aid. 

shi'saidr::r:"  r  ^  ,^t  t"^'  -"■"-'- 

a  look  like  tTaf  Peter  :S;t:^'  "'  '"'"•  ^'  "- 
Master  when  he  heldtrei™  ''"""'"'''  "^  •"■» 
on  the  betrayallorLw  V ffl  ,""T  ','"  ""''•'i  "■- 
voluntarily,  'as  «T  speak  f^  '"'  '''"''  '"" 
closed  them.    His  ,W  .!,  «     f  moment-then  he 

hand,.    He  drew  h  m,e   '„:?  '^  fn'"'''"''  '^ 

looked  her  straight  i^T^V'^  '  ^""  '"^'ght  and 

'"'S" '"  "»^  *««.  and  turiied  away  with- 
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out  a  word,  without  a  gesture,  without  a  sign.  He 
liad  indeed  passed  her  by  as  the  idle  wind  which  ho 
respected  not! 

She  turned  her  head  and  dry-eyed  followed  hitn  in 
n  long  agonized  stare  as  he  went  down  the  winding 
path  beneath  the  trees.  How  cold  and  bleak  thoy 
looked  in  autumn's  fro.ly  touch;  how  chill  and  bare 
and  gaunt  and  naked  beneath  the  cold  glitter  of  the 
imtempered  sun! 

In  a  moment  he  was  gone.  She  noticed  that 
his  lassitude,  his  weariness  had  left  him,  that  he 
Avalked  erect  with  head  held  high  again.  She  could 
not,  of  course,  know  what  tremendous  pressure  con- 
strained him  to  this  outward  manifestation  of  indif- 
ference. She  could  not  understand  that  his  heart  was 
tearing  his  bosom.  But  she  could,  if  she  had  known 
it,  have  measured  the  force  of  his  tragedy  by  the 
power  of  her  own. 

Despair  ovcrwhelmrd  her  like  a  rushing  mighty 
wind.  Her  glance  fell  upon  the  figure  of  Masten. 
She  stood  hesitant,  irresolute,  undetermined.  Her 
evil  genius  prompted  him.  And  there  was  a  certain 
sympathy  in  the  man's  face.  He  had  seen  and  under- 
stood. He  was  not  all  bad.  He  threw  away  his 
cigar  and  came  toward  her.  He  even  removed  his  hat 
as  if  he  had  been  a  gentleman. 

"Well,  what  did  I  tell  you?"  ho  said  compas- 
sionately. "  Poor  old  girl,  you  got  the  cut  direct.  It 
was  a  slap  in  the  face,  sure.  I'm  sorry  for  you.  Th- 
sniveling  young  puppy!  " 
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"  Stop!  "  enVJ  ,h,.  „.o„„,„  p„,,.i„natclv.    "  Do  not 
dare  mention  hi.,  naini. ;  •' 

B„'t  r  It  ""  ";"'■  '"'"  ""'"■"•"'  "'"  •"""  ™ni„. 

Tu,      •  .  i>'iaK.        1  ou  are  riHit 

•Inere  13  no  cm  nee  for  mc     v„,i  •  , 

iro  on  in  .1        T 1  ^ntlimp  to  do  now  but 

go  on  in  tile  old  wnv      v«  ^t.       ^ 

you."  •  P'"''''  '"  80  but  with 

"  C"me  then,"  .,ai,|  the  „,„„  cheerfullv  "  Vo,, 
•.avj^n't  .,ee„  yo,.  new  hou.se  you    It'.,  „  Httle  .en," 

He  turned  awa.v  and  after  a  seeond  pause  and  a 
backward  «la„ee  toward  the  e,nptv  patlfw^h  "low 
lagging  steps,  she  followed  him.     '    ^      '     ""  """ 


IV 

The  Reverend  Alfred  KiBn^ham  was  one  of  the 
Arehdeaeon,  of  New  York,  ile  iad  had  a  var  ed 
career  ,„  the  ministry;  a  sueeessful  one  f  ol  ™  nv 
pomts  of  v,ew.  On  the  whole  his  life  bad  been  a 
happy  one     He  had  married,  ehildren  had  been  '  "rn 

devote  himself  Ml      •  ""'°  '"''^"'^  '» 

iumseit  to  the  missionarv  field   where  the 

laborers  are  few  indeed,  and  the  iarvest  plen  ",  bu^ 


1 

hard  to  g-arner. 
poor,  the  huiabL 
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was  his  joy  to  minister  to 
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le,  the  wretched.    His  happiness  had 
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been  great  when  the  Bishop  had  offered  him  this  mo»t 
responsible  position.  For  several  years  ho  had  gone 
up  and  down  the  hidden  byways  in  the  purlieus  of  the 
city  carrying  the  Gospel  of  his  .Master  to  hundreds 
to  whom,  before  his  advent,  the  story  of  the  Crose 
would  have  been  as  incomprehensible  as  a  tale  told  in 
a  foreign  tongue  not  understanded  of  the  people. 

Especially  had  his  work  been  among  those  women 
whom  the  world  passed  by  in  scorn  and  contempt. 
Many  a  wretched  fallen  daughter  of  God  had  been 
led  through  his  efforts  to  acknowledge  the  universal 
Fatherhood.  He  had  sot  the  feet  of  many  such 
upon  the  right  road.  Ilis  voiee  had  been  the  voice 
of  hope  and  encouragement  to  those  who  would 
listen. 

Although  his  home  was  one  of  quiet  happiness  and 
peace  and  love;  although  there  was  much  inter- 
change of  confidence  between  husband  and  wife 
within  its  confines,  there  were  some  things  which  he 
had  never  told  to  the  partner  of  his  griefs  and  joys, 
and  one  of  them  wa?  the  story  of  Laura  Carstairs.  A 
clerical  man  of  affairs,  lacking  time  for  the  contem- 
plative side  of  the  ministerial  life,  yet  he  sometimes 
admitted  to  himself  that  his  work  among  women  was 
inspired  by  the  thought  of  that  day,  which  he  would 
have  given  all  the  world  to  have  blotted  out  when 
he  had  left  her  standing  in  the  way. 

Indeed  he  had  tried  to  undo  his  action  afterward. 
He  had  even  gone  to  the  length  of  calling  at  the 
house  Masten  had  provid'^d  for  her.  He  had  sent 
in  his  card,  and  when  she  had  refused  to  see  him,  he 
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hud  written  her.  The  note  had  co«,e  back  t.>  hi.n 
unopened.  Then  ho  had  gone  far  west  and  hihored 
hard  in  that  needy  field.  By  degrees  the  poignancy 
of  the  recollection  had  been  dulled.  There  he  had 
married.  Now  ho  was  back  again  in  New  York. 
And  that  he  dealt  gently  with  the  erring  to^ay  was 
m  the  nature  of  an  expiation. 

It  was  winter.     The  sleet  was  blowing  furiou:ly 
down  upon  him  as  he  walked  toward  the  steps  of  tho 
elevated  to  take  an  iip-town  train.     He  had  been 
down  to  the  Kescue  Mission  in  the  verv  worst  sec- 
tion of  tho  East  Side  and  was  going  home  after  tho 
night   service   there.     It   was   bitter  cold,   and   tho 
street  which  at  that  hour  ordinarilv  was  filled  wiUi 
humanity— save    the    mark!— was   almost    deserted 
As  he  turned  to  the  stairway,  out  of  the  black  mouth 
of  an  adjacent  doorway  a  woman  approached  him. 
She  caught  him  by  tho  sleeve  and  he  turned  and 
faced  her.     She  was  a  wretched  and  degraded  speci- 
men of  humanity,  almost  the  worst  he  had  ever  seen. 
A    neighboring    electric    light    revealed    every    sin 
marked,  crime  traced    line  in  her  bloated  drunken 
face.     She  shivered  under  her  tawdry  finery. 

"My  good  woman,"  ho  said  gently  baring  his 
head  as  he  spoke  to  her,  as  if  she  had  been  tho 
proudest  lady  in  the  land,  "what  can  I  do  for 
you? " 

Something  in  his  voice  sent  a  sudden  thrill  through 
her.^  She  stared  at  him  in  the  blaze  of  light.  Eec- 
ognition  flashed  into  her  eyes. 

"  You!  "  she  cried  in  a  cracked  high-pitched  voice, 
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releamnj?  his  nrni  and  falling  back  against  tho  iron 
pillar  of  tho  t'levatod.     '*  Vou!  " 

"  You  know  mo  then?  "  ho  asked  curiously. 
''Know  you?     Aren't  you  the  Keverend  Alfred 

Effingham,  onco  of " 

"lam.    Do  I  know  you?" 

There  was  something  strangely  familiar  in  the 
woman's  face,  a  trace  of  vanished  beauty,  a  faint  far- 
off  shadow  of  refinement,  a  simulacrum  of  culture. 
And  her  voice!    Where  had  he  heard  it? 

"You  didn't  know  me  once,"  she  answered 
bitterly,  coming  closer  to  him,  taking  his  arms  in  her 
hands,  and  thrusting  her  face  into  his.  "  Look  at 
niel  Perhaps  you'll  know  mo  now.  Look  at  me!  " 
She  shook  him  roughly  in  her  excitement.  "  Don't 
you  remember?" 

"Just  heaven!"  gasped  the  priest.  "You  egn 
not  bo  Laura  CarstairsI  " 

"All  that  is  left  of  h'^r."    She  flung  out  her  arms 
wildly.     "  All  that  is  left  of  her.     You  passed  me 
by  once.    I  told  you  you  would.    I  was  a  good  woman 
that  day.     I  had  just  broken  off  from  the  old  life. 
A^o,  I  didn't  hope,  I  didn't  expect.    I  only  knew  that 
you,  a  gentleman,  a  Christian  priest,  had  lifted  mo 
up— and  I  broke  it  off  then  and  there.     The  man 
I  was  with— he  was  the  man.     I  had  told  him  I 
wouldn't  live  with  him  any  longer.     I  was  going 
to  be  a  decent  woman,  because  I  had  seen  vou.     And 
then  you  passed  me  by!    And  did  not  speak!    Look 
at  me  now!    Look  at  me!  " 
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My  God  I  »  exclaimed  the  cler^nriian  clutching  at 
the  iron  post  of  the  railway  for  mipimrt,  wliiU.  ho 
stared  at  h.r  in  a  fascination  of  horror  and  ren^rse. 

She  drew  herself  up  before  him  with  s.)n.ethinff  of 
the  old  n.anner,  the  old  air.  Tin.  years  dropped  away 
from  her  as  «ho  stoo<i  there.  And  for  a  mon.ent  to 
his  gaze  she  looked  as  on  that  day  in  the  path.  And 
for  u  moment  almost  he  loved  her! 

"  Do  you  see  what  [  amr'  she  went  on  after  a 
pause.  "It's  written  all  over  me!  The  lowest  of  the 
low  on  God's  earth!"  She  gasped  out  the  words 
brokenly  and  flunp:  one  last  bitter  phrase  at  him. 

*'  And  you  did  it!" 

Then  .she  turned  to  leave  him. 

"  Stop!  "  called  the  priest  as  she  moved  away. 

He  sprang  forward  to  her  side.  Uc  grasped  her 
by  the  arm. 

"Don't  touch  me!"  she  said  contemptuously 
dragging  herself  free  from  him  as  if  there  were  con- 
tamination in  his  touch.  "  Vou  are  as  guilty  as  I! 
Don't  speak  to  me!    Whatever  I  am,  you  did  it!  " 

Two  days  after  that  the  Reverend  Alfred  Effing- 
ham, whose  services  were  in  much  demand  on  similar 
ocrasions,  was  called  upon  to  bury  a  woman  who  had 
been  picked  up  out  of  the  Xorth  River,  and  whose 
poor  body  had  been  reclaimed  from  the  morgue  by 
her  more  wretched  liWng  friends.  As  he  stood  by 
the  open  coffin  in  the  vulgar  commonness  of  the  pub- 
lic parlor  of  the  resort  where  she  had  lived,  the  pale 
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cold  lips  Booniod  to  whwpor  up  at  him,  an  ho  rood 
Biu'h  word.H  from  tlio  Sacred  Rof)k  of  Life  as  sccnii"! 
appropriate  to  this  Iwxly  of  death. 
"And  you  did  it  I    YoudiditI" 


'»- 


Thirteenth  Record 

GRADUATES  OF  THE  SCHOOL  ♦ 

Thfi  Daily  Oazttte  wan  at  onm  thn  vvnr«t  and  Iw^.t 
paper  m  New  York.  Inci.lc  ntnllv,  it  wa.  abo  the 
mo«t  «nccc«8ful.  Whether  it  m.cc.ee<Ir<l  booau^e  it 
was  tiie  wor«t.  or  beca„«e  it  was  the  be..t,  wa.s  a  n„ov 
tion  which  neither  the  proprietor,  nor  the  public  had 
ever  been  able  to  solve.  There  wa«  .nfbcient  uncer- 
tamty  about  ,t  to  render  it  inadvisable  rither  to 
elevate  ,t  or  to  degrade  it,  «,  long  as  it  continued  to 
succeed. 

Of  course  the  decision  as  to  the  character  of  a 
paper  depended  upon  the  point  of  view.    The  Gazelle 
was  the  best  paper  in  that  it  gave  all  the  news  im- 
mediately,  completely,  entirely,  sparing  no  expense 
to  collect   It   and   to  disseminate   it.      It   was   the 
worst  paper,  in  that  it  gave   the  widest  publicity 
to    the    latest    sensation,    criminal    or    otherwise, 
with  little  regard  to  the  canons  of  decency,  propriety 
and  journalistic  cleanliness.     Frequently,  with  pro- 
digious emphasis,  it  declare<l  that  to  be  a  fact  which 
probably  was,  and  which  was  soon  found  to  be,  un- 
true.   All  newspapers  do  that,  but  not  with  the  same 
sensational  avidity  as  the  Oazelte.    There  was  neither 

•  By  couftcay  of  " ^ippiucoUa  Magazine." 
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iiifMlcsty  nor  M'lf-rr«tniint  in  if*  inako  up.     It   wa* 

ihf  •'  Vrll<»\vi'>»t  "  nf  till'  •imuiIIimI  "  VrlloW  .\n\\T 
\\A  iMlitoriiil  foluinn*  r<  Hrrt««l  tin*  .lik.vll  jin«l 
IIy«|«'  Mpirit  «»f  the  paper.  Soiiu'tihui*  tlio  cilitoriaiH 
\\v\'v  rli'jjr,  lof^icul,  forcj'ful,  l»rillianf;  appi'alinjr  t" 
tin*  very  hi£?fu"»t.  At  oflur  titnr««  falnr*,  in<«in(M'rc, 
illo^ioa),  HpfK'iou!*,  Hnpliinfical;  appealing  to  tin*  vi-rv 

IflWOXt. 

Tl»»  morn  rrputnhlo  prr>«»  and  fho  ninro  hiphlv 
cultivafod  piiMic  opinion  of  tho  city  n'pr«'li('nclr«|  rlio 
Gazftff;  but  rvcryhody  hon^nt  if,  read  it,  (U^'UhiwmI  it 
— v\vn  tlir  <'I«'r^y.  In  any  trollrv  or  clcvato*!  <*ar  at 
any  honr  of  the  «lay  ln»ro  wen*  to  \>o  neon  nioro 
ri'ad»'rs  of  t\w  Gazrlte  than  «»f  all  the  other  paper;* 
in  N't'W  York. 

Its  principal  rival  wa>  the  f'/ii'on.  The  Vnion 
wa?*  better  than  the  Gnzvllr^  in  that  the  proportion  of 
poo<l  to  ba<I  in  it^  con^titntion  was  about  as  three  to 
one — in  tiie  (Inzdlr  the  proportion  was  as  one  to  one. 
It  always  seemed  as  though  the  I'nion^H  people  cinu- 
latod  the  policy  of  the  Gazette  and  imitated  that  sheet 
8o  far  as  they  dared.  In  other  words,  a  linperinp 
decency  or  a  provelHn^  timidity  kept  them  from 
beinp  so  bad  as  they  might  have  been.  The  l.'niotr.H 
circulation  bore  about  the  same  proportion  to  th(! 
circulation  of  the  Gazette,  only  in  an  inverse  ratio, 
as  its  morals  did;  which  is  a  severe  reflection  on  New 
York.  The  existence  of  both  papers  was  a  reflection 
on  Xew  York  for  that  matter.  P>\it  let  that  pas'^. 
The  Gazette  was  the  ;ipotheo-i«  of  journalistic  sharp 
practice,  the  Union  was  a  feeble  imitation  thrr"')f. 


Oraduatn  qf  the  S<himl 
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n«n  l,l„„,|  „,tl,  tl,..  p,.,„|,„r  i,.|,„r  lik,.  ,„       . 

;r;t":;:;'::,:tr;:,';;:;rt;^""''"'^^^^ 

II    ,    .  ""  "  ''"^  Nioir  own  LTOf.il- 

-"..  iy  b...„«  ..„t  ,i,o,„,.,|v..    „thop„K.,.,«.    '      • 

Thi.  profo,„„ilv  p|,i|o.,,,|,i„,,  ,„„,.|,„i„„  ,„„|  „,  . 
'■"...rod  the  „„•„.,  of  „,,„•„,.,     „„||i,„./„         ■" 

""■'"'7  ""■.  ««'«-•  -i.o„  n,.i,i„.,  i,„  „,„ ,;';,"  ,^: 

not.....     Ho  Imd  boenn  n.  „  "  printer',  devil  "  wi;..„ 
he  constituted  ou,.-,.igl„|,  „f  „„.  ,.„,i,„  f.^,.,,    V," 
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had    risen   with   the    Gazette   until   now    he    was 
reporter  on  its  statT  earning  forty  dollars  a  week. 

lie  was  familiar  with  its  methods,  with  its  ideas 
with  its  principles.  He  was  a  part  of  it,  and  i 
was  a  part  of  him.  If  there  was  anybhing  parti( 
iilarly  disreputable  in  the  reportorial  line  which  r( 
quired  address,  finesse,  courage,  persistence,  and 
bni  al  disregard  of  private  right,  IloUister  did  i 
Hf  had  talent  in  plenty,  even  genius,  and  he  \vt 
dissatisfied  with  his  present  position.  Not  becauf 
he  disliked  to  do  tho  things  that  fell  to  his  lot,  bi 
because  there  was  not  enough  money  in  it  for  hin 
Like  the  paper,  Hollistor  was  out  for  the  materii 
reward  every  time.  As  he  phrased  it,  he  wi 
not  working  for  his  health.  He  perceive 
that  his  talents  were  not  appreciated.  II 
growing  dissatisfaction  stimulated  him  to  action  i 
last.  After  much  cogitation  he  determined  upon 
grand  coup  for  which  he  planned  with  remarkab 
astuteness. 

One  morning  he  presented  himself  to  Mr.  Wilde 
tho  managing  editor,  and  handed  in  his  resignatio 
People  as  a  rule  did  not  last  long  on  the  Gazetl 
They  were  either  too  strong  to  stand  it  and  left, 
they  were  too  weak  to  be  of  service  to  it  and  were  d: 
missed;  but  Hollister  was  a  fixture.  lie  had  bc< 
there  before  Mr.  Wilder  himself,  and  such  a  thing 
the  Gazette  without  Hollister  seemed  preposterou 
Yet  there  was  his  resignation.  In  the  case  of  an 
one  else  it  would  have  been  accepted  instantly,  b 
with  Hollister  it  was  different.     There  was  son 
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Would  sixty  dollars 


tiling'  so  unusual,  so  peculiar,  iu  the  situation,  that 
Wilder  discussed  it  with  Ilollistor. 

**L(>ok  hero,  JloUister,"  h.-  .  ,.{  uii],  ir?, -odulous 
surprise;  "do  you  mean  to  \  '\  .ne  tha  vou  are 
resi^nin^r  from  the  (lazctlr/ '' 

''  Yes,  Mr.  Wilder." 

"  What's  the  nuittor^  Haven't  we  treated  vou 
right?" 

''  VouVe  treated  me  well  euou^rj,,  but—"  an- 
swered Ilollister  promptly. 

"Don't  you  like  the  work  you  doT'  interrupted 
the  managing  editor.  -  Aren't  your  associations 
pleasant?     Isn't  everything  agreeable?" 

"  Entirely." 

"  Why  are  you  leaving  then  i 
a  week  keep  you  ?  " 

"  No,  it  wouldn't." 

"  Well,  what's  the  matter?  " 

"  The  truth  is  that  Mr.  Ilanson- 

At  this  Mr.  Wilder  pricked  up  his  ears.  Hanson 
was  the  new  owner  of  the  Union.  He  had  recently 
bought  the  paper  and  it  was  rumored  that  he  in- 
tended to  dispute  the  supremacy  of  the  Gazette  by 
making  use  of  the  latter  journal's  methods,  and 
where  he  could  do  so,  of  the  latter  journal's  men. 

"  Mr.  Hanson,"  went  on  Hollister  coolly,  "  who 

used  to  know  me  back  in  Illinois  when  I  was  a  kid, 

before  I  came  to  New  York,  you  know,  and  who  has 

)een  watching  my  work,  asked  me  to  be  the  Sunday 

Editor  of  the  Union." 

"  What!   '  cried  Wilder. 
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"  A  fact,  I  assure  you,"  said  the  younger  luuu 
gravely. 

"  How  mucli  does  lie  offer  you?  " 

"  Ten  thousand  a  year,"  returned  Ilollistor  cahuly. 

"  Whew!  "  exclaimed  Wilder. 

"  So  you  see,"  went  on  the  reporter  with  all  the 
cool  assurance  of  his  class,  "  while  1  like  you  all  and 
shall  be  awfully  sorry  to  leave  the  (luztitc  1  can't  af- 
ford to  refuse  an  offer  like  that  for  a  forty-dollar-a- 
week  reporter's  job,  or  even  for  the  sixty  dollars 
which  you  so  generously  offered  me  a  mimite  ago, 
which  was  very  kind  of  you.  Hence  my  resignation. 
Will  you  see  that  it  is  accepted  at  once,  sir?  " 

"  Hold  on  a  minute,  Hollister!  "  said  Wilder.  "  I 
don't  mind  telling  you  that  ^laxey,  our  Sunday 
Editor,  isn't  quite  up  to  the  mark.  He's  let  a  lot  of 
chances  get  by  him  for  g(X)d  stuff  that's  gone  else- 
where, and  the  Sunday  edition  doesn't  quite  average 
up  to  the  rest  of  the  Gazette^s  sales.  Now,  if  I  make 
you  an  offer  of,  say,  one  thousand  dollars  a  month, 
twelve  thousand  a  year,  wouldn't  you  just  as  soon 
stay  with  us  as  go  over  to  the  Union  ?  " 

"  Frankly,  Mr.  Wilder,  I'd  very  much  rather  staj? 
here  than  go  anywhere.  I  would  have  stayed  here 
for  less  than  the  Union  offered  me,  but  now  it's  toe 
late,"  answered  Hollister,  his  pulses  bounding. 

"Too  late?     How's  that?" 

"  I  saw  Mr.  Hanson  yesterday  and  told  him  that 
as  soon  as  I  resigned  from  here  I  would  accept  his 
offer." 
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"  Well,    you    haven't,    resif^^neil. 
rc?ip^ation  isn't  accepted  and 
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**  Well,  I  might  get  out  of  the  thing  on  that 
technicality,"  returned  llollister  meeklv;  "but  it 
doesn't  seem  exactly  stjuare.  We  of  the  Gazeltr  have 
to  exhibit  an  exanii)le  of  honest  and  honorable  jour- 
nuhsin  to  the  world,  you  know,  sir.  You  taught  ua 
that  yourself." 

That  fiction  about  honorable  journalism  was  on( 
of  the  Shibboleths  of  the-  Gazette,  and,  although  both 
llollister  and  Wilder  knew  it  to  be  a  lie,  they  both 
nodded  gravely  as  if  it  were  a  settled  thing,  which 
no  contingency  or  emergency  could  disturb. 

"Of  course,  of  course,"  answered  Wilder.  "I 
see.     You're  quite  right." 

iris  agreement  was  so  hearty  that,  for  the  mo- 
ment, Ilolister's  confidence  in  the  success  of  his 
scheme  failed  him,  and  something  like  consternation 
came  into  his  breast.  However,  he  said  nothing. 
Mr.  Wilder,  after  a  momentary  hesitation,  finally 
rose. 

"  Just  wait  here,  llollister,"  he  said  leaving  the 
room. 

Ho  had  a  brief  conversation  in  the  private  office 
with  McKirk,  the  owner  of  the  paper.  To  this  con- 
sultation the  editor-in-chief  was  sununoned.  It  was 
promptly  decided  that  if  llollister  was  worth  ten 
thousand  dollars  to  the  Union  he  must  be  worth 
twelve  thousand  to  the  Gazette,  He  must  be  retained 
at  all  hazards. 

"  What  will  become  of  Maxey?  "  asked  the  editor- 
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iu-chief,  who,  becauso  half  of  his  editorials  were 
good,  really  had  some  conscience  left. 

"  He'll  have  to  go,"  said  the  owner  briefly  and  in- 
differently, **  a  man  who  can't  keep  up  with  the  pro- 
cession hart  no  place  on  our  paper.  We  want  only 
the  best  all  the  time.*' 

Unless  Maxey  had  been  prudent  and  had  laid  aside 
something  for  his  old  age,  this*  doomed  him  to  beg- 
gary, for  no  one  who  was  discharged  from  the  Gazette 
could  ever  find  employment  on  any  other  paper, 
e,specially  if  he  had  been  identified  long  enough  with 
that  paper  to  have  imbibed  its  pernicious  methods. 
But  that  was  a  matter  of  small  moment  to  anybody 
on  the  Gazette.  Evers'one  who  worked  for  the  paper 
realized  the  state  of  affairs  and  only  entered  its  ser- 
vice because  of  the  extravagance  of  its  salaries  while 
they  lasted. 

"  I  have  consulted  the  *  old  man,'  "  said  Wilder 
after  he  returned  to  IloUister,  "  and  he  says  that 
my  tentative  offer  holds  good.  If  you  can  get  your 
release  from  Hanson  we'll  give  you  twelve  thousand 
a  year  to  act  as  Editor  of  oar  Sunday  edition." 

"  I'm  afraid  it's  no  go,"  said  Ilollister  with  well 
simulated  dejection. 

"  At  least  you  can  try  it,"  urged  Wilder. 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  I  can."  He  pulled  out  his  watch. 
"  I'm  going  to  lunch  with  Mr.  Hanscu  .is  afternoon 
at  half  after  one,  it's  almost  that  now.  If  he'll  let 
me  off,  all  right.  If  he  won't — I  wish  you  had 
spoken  earlier,  but,  really- 
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"Well,  sir?"  asked   Mr.  Wilder, 
expectantly.— Page  253 
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lister,"  said  Wilder  briskly.  "  Wo  don't  want  to  lose 
you,"  he  added  with  flattering  emphasis  on  the  last 
word. 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  Oo.,d  morning,"  returned  IIol- 
lister,  going  out  sadly  as  if  overwhelmed  with  fear 
that  Hanson  would  not  release  him. 

After  giving  instructions  as  to  the  drawing  up  of 
the  contract  a  sudden  thought  struck  Mr.  Wilder. 
He  hastily  summoced  one  of  his  confidential  clerks. 

"Mr.  Richards,"  he  said  quickly  to  him,  "you 
know  Mr.  Hollister  of  course?  " 

"  Certainly,  sir." 

"He's  going  to  lunch  with  Mr.  Hanson  of  the 
Union  at  half  afte .  one.  I  want  you  to  follow  him 
wherever  he  goes,  without  being  seen  yourself,  of 
course.  Don't  let  him  escape  your  observation  for  a 
moment,  and  let  me  know  as  soon  as  you  can  just 
what  his  movements  are  till  he  gets  back  here  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

About  half  after  two  o'clock  Hollister  came  back 
to  the  office  of  the  Gazette,  and  presented  himself  to 
the  managing  editor. 

"  Well,  sir? "  asked  Mr.  Wilder  expectantly. 

"I  am  happy  to  say,"  said  Hollister  pleasantly, 
"  that  Mr.  Hanson  most  kindly  released  me." 

"Good  I" 

"  He  said  he  wouldn't  stand  in  my  light  and " 

"Here  are  the  yearly  contracts,"  said  Wilder  hand- 
ing them  over.  He  was  very  busy  and  he  had  no 
time  to  waste  in  useless  discussion.  The  thing  was 
settled  and  he  wanted  to  get  rid  of  it.    "  They  have 


I 


r  f 
1  i 
«•  i 


204 


The  Rcvordu 


been  .«iguc(l  on  our  part.     All  joii  have  to  do  U  to 
fign  them  uiul  tlu-  tiling's  doiu*." 

Hastily  Irxiking  thoui  over  to  soc  that  thov  were 
in  (.nicr  Ilidlistcr  afH\(Ml  his  signatun',  and  ini- 
luediutc'ly  rt'Ci'ivcd  the  congnrtiilafionH  of  the  manag- 
ing t'ditor. 

"  You  can  occupy  Mr.  ^faxcy's  office  at  once,"  said 
that  functionary. 

"Has  he  been  notitird?" 

"  IIo  hasn't  conic  down  yet,  but  I'll  have  him  in- 
formed just  as  soon  as  he  enters  the  buihling.  Aa 
it's  Thursday  now  and  getting  late  you'd  better  jump 
in  and  take  a  look  at  the  make-uj)  of  next  Sunday's! 
paper.  I  shall  not  exiKct  much  from  you  for  the  first 
week,  you  understand,  but  there  nnist  i)e  a  nnirked 
improvement  after  that  I  " 

"  There  will  be,"  answered  Ilollister  confidently, 
bowing  himself  out. 

As  he  did  so  ^\y.  Wilder  suddenly  recollected  the 
errand  upon  which  he  had  despatched  his  confidential 
clerk.  Ringing  the  bell  he  asked  the  messenger  if 
Mr.  Richards  bad  returned. 

"  Not  yet,  sir,"  was  the  answer,  but  while  the 
messenger  was  speaking,  Richards,  out  of  breath, 
burst  unceremoniously  into  the  office. 

"  Richards,"  said  Wilder  sternly,  "  you're  late.  I 
told  you  to  report  to  me  on  Mr.  Ilollister's  move- 
ments immediately  he  returned.  He  has  been  here 
for  tlie  last  ten  minutes.  You  should  have  preceded 
him." 

''  lie  fooled  me,  sir!  "  gasped  out  Richards.    "  He 
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Roi  into  a  '.-ab  und  jjot  out  on  tli.-  other  sido,  an<l  I 
followed  the  cuh  until  it  Mtopped  Iwfore  ]  found 
out " 

"  So  you  allowed  yours,  .f  to  he  taken  in  by  thut 
Htale  old  triek,  did  you  '  '  xt  cend  Wilder.  "  I'lu! 
Well,  what  havoyou  to  report^  " 

'*  llollister  went  down  to  the  Park  Kow  restuuraut 
after  he  left  vou " 

*'  Ah!     And  hniehed  with  Mr.  Ilaasoni" 

'*  No,  sir,  he  lunehed  alone." 

''  He  did^    Didn't  he  nee  :Mr.  Hanson?  " 

"  He  didn't  Hce  anyone.  He  sat  there  in  the 
restaurant  nniokin^'  a  cigar  and  reading  a  paper  after 
lunch  until  after  two." 

'*  Are  you  sure?  " 

"  Perfectly  sure.  1  had  him  under  observation 
until  he  took  the  cab." 

''  You  are  sure  that  Hol'-ter  didn't  observe  you?  " 

"  I  think  not,  sir." 

"You  think  not!  The  Gazette  pays  people  like 
you  to  know,  not  to  think!  It  is  perfectly  evident 
that  he  did  see  you  and  that  he  gave  you  the  slip  in 
order  to  get  here  ten  minutes  before  you.  That  ten 
minutes  was  enough,  sir!  We've  been  swindled, 
robbed!  It'd  outrageous!  And  it's  all  due  to  you! 
The  cashier  will  make  out  your  time.  We  don't  want 
you  any  longer." 

"  This  will  make  a  very  pleasant  stor\'  to  toll  the 
Union,  for  instance,  won't  it?"  said  Richards  coolly 
and  bravely.  "  And  there  ar(>  other  things  that  i 
can  teii.     1  haveu'l  beeu  your  private  secretarv  and 
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c-onfiilrntral   rlrrk    f.>r   th.>    lant   two   veuM   without 

knowing  somotliin^r  about  thin  pupor,  Mr.  Wilder." 
"Well,     I'll    bo    tlumnod!"    .'jnculated     Wilder 

furious  with  ragf.     "  I  won't  have  you  around  mo 

an«>ther  njinuto!    Got  out  of  here  I  " 

"  You  don't  liave  to  have  nie  around  here,  Mr. 

Wilder,  but  you  won't  lire  me,  nevertlieloHs,  I  think. 
There's  that  Wurthington  correspondent's  position 
that  I've  wantid  so  long." 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  suid  Wilder  savagely.  A  mo- 
mentary reflection  had  convinced  him  of  the  strength 
of  Kichards'  position.  It  wa  impregnable  for  tho 
present.  So,  »oo,  he  realized  ..>  his  eyes  fell  upon 
the  contracts,  was  Ilollister's!  I'll  see' that  you  get 
it  then,"  he  added,  "but  you  won't  hold  it  very 
long,"  he  muttered  under  his  breath  as  he  went  out. 
"  And  as  for  you,  Mr.  Ilollister,  I'll  fix  you!  Think 
of  iti    And  I  trained  both  these  men  myself!  " 

The  next  thing  he  did  was  to  take  the  elevator  and 
repair  to  the  ofllce  of  the  proprietor.  To  him  ho  told 
the  whole  story  regarding  both  Hollister  and 
Richards. 

"Umph!"  said  McKirk,  "pretty  bad,  isn't  it? 
But  after  all,  Wilder,  both  these  youngsters  got  the 
better  of  you,  and  Ilollister  got  the  better  of  me  and 
the  editor-in-chief,  too,  and  we're  the  finest  news- 
paper men  in  New  York,  I  take  it.  Pretty  shrewd 
of  them.  They're  a  pair  of  rascals,  but  if  they're 
smart  enough  for  that  I  guess  we  haven't  done  so 
badly  after  all  in  retaining  them.  They're  the  kind 
of  men  we  want  on  the  Gazettt." 
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Molly  Clancy  was  blessed  amon^  women  in  that 
she  had  a  greater  number  of  lovers  than  usually  full 
to  a  single  member  of  the  ruling  sex.  To  be  strictly 
accuratf,  she  had  ninety-six  adorers  who  were  all 
passionately  devoted  to  her  and  were  spoiling  for 
a  t  hance  to  die  for  her! 

The  overwhelming  number  of  captives  to  Molly's 
bow    and    spear    was    not    ('ue    altogether    to    tho 
preeminence     or     unusualness     of     Molly's     char- 
acteristics, physical  or  mental,  although  in  neither 
case  were  these  to  be  desf^ised.     It  was  tho  uni- 
versal testimony  that  ^folly  was  as  "  pretty  as  they 
made  'em,"  and  as  "  smart  as  a  whip."     It  must 
be  allowed  that  the  testimony  was  not  impartial. 
The  testifiers  were  biased— prejudiced.     Their  af- 
fection   blinded    their    judgment    for    this    reason; 
Molly    Clancy    was    the    solitary    unmarrir  1    white 
woman  within  a   radius  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
miles,  and  the  unmarried  troopers  of  the  little  two- 
company  post  were  hers  to  a  man! 

Those  few  women  who  were  to  be  found  at  iso- 

♦Dy  courtesy  of  "  The  Dloetrated  Sporting  News." 
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liifnl  npofM  in  tii(>  riroiiinfcnnrf  nf  n  clrt'Io  in  which 
Fort  (truimnoriil   wan  t\\v  <M»nfri',  diii   not  oonipiiro 
wifh    Molly;    iin«l    tlii^    nmv    Im*    aiiinittcd    without 
any  <li<*pMraKriiniit   (,f  thrir  (pmlifii's  lMc«iim»  fhoy 
wiTo  nil  iiiam.Ml.     Th,.  Colonil'M  wif.-,  tho  wif«»  of 
thu  ftonior  raptain.  and  \\\v  l)lu-*hin^^  l)ri<h»--hproio 
wofnnn  who  had  left  thr  comforfx  and  InxurioM  of 
an  Kasfrrn  honu-  to  Im»  the  wife  of  tho  junior  ^foond 
lieut4'nant,th«.vounpHt  ofljcpr  to  divide  hi^  afTi't-tionn 
l>rtwfMn  Afars  and  VmuH— did  not  count  with  tin? 
troojMTM;  could  not  and  would  not  have  counted  »avo 
as*  divinificH  to  Im>  worshipped  at  a  distance,  on  ac- 
count ot'  the  ditfcrcncc  in  rank  even  if  they  had  not 
l)een  nuirried.     Tlure  were  no  ditf.rences  in  rank  in 
the  case  of  the  thrj-e  «)r  f.»ur  old  canipaij^ners,  wive^ 
of  tho  fterpeantg,  hut  they  were  eliminated  from  the 
pa-     hy  the   wearitip  of  the  uuipc  circlet  on  tho 
rin^  linger  of  the  heart  hand. 

A  Hupertieial  opinion  mi^'ht  he  that  Molly's  sin- 
^\q  blessedness,  the  fact  that  sho  was  the  only  un- 
married woman  in  the  post,  was  a  reflection  upon 
her  charmn;  yet  no  one  who  knew  the  state  of  af- 
fairs, who  saw  Molly  on  her  afternoons  out— she 
had  insisted  upon  "  city  ways  "  even  in  the  wilder- 
ness—surrounded by  "  honor,  love,  obedience,"  and 
troops  of  soldiers,  could  entertain  that  opinion  for 
a  moment. 

"  My  dear,"  said  the  ('olonel  to  his  wife,  "  why 
doesn't  that  ^\r\  pet  married?  She's  disorpanizinp 
the  whole  command!  T  never  saw  anything  like 
it.      ^hc-  tame   down   the    walk  last  night  at  dress 
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[""•»•''•  I'-n-liHA'  rapfain  SmJthV  |,„hv.     Vo„  ,|,.m,|.| 
I'avr   ....„   ,|„.  ,.v,H  r.f  rlu.   „,..„    follow  h.-r  „.   ,|,.. 

trotr^Ml    „|o„^^      VouM    l.av.   ,ho„,.|,f    .....hoWv   Ht 

•  •'^  «'n<l  n    fl...  Ii„..  l.a.i  ^hontn|,'|J,,,|,r. !„.,,;.,,, 
«  .c  tnrmMl  ,1...  rta,.k.  a„.l  .„,.|.  «  rn«,,.d  „.„,„,..!  a. 
•i»'v  put  up  I   „,.v..rH«u-!     I   wiHh  «ho  uouM  .rt 
luarru'd  and  hnvi-  <|otio  with  it." 
^^  "My  .I..ar"  M   rl...  CoIouVph  wifo  ..H..l.in^dv. 
wmt  would  wo  ,!o  if  ,1.,.  l.ft  „H^    Vou  know  mIm. 
l«  tl.r  »«..t  cook,  fho  lH..r  laundr......  fho  bent  ovtv- 

Muuff,  at,  tho  po^  and  ihv  only  or,,.  ««  wHI.     I  don't 
.00  how  wo  ooul.l  ^n.t  alon^'  wifl.oiit  hor." 

;*Xo.   r  .upposo  not,"  .ai.j  flu.  Coloml;  "but   I 
wi.h  tho  mon's  opiniouM  „.s  to  hor  .,ualitio«  woro  not 
H'  unanirnou-.     (;ad!  if  rhin  disor^rani.atiou  do<..s„'t, 
^top   III   p„t  luT  in   tho  ;,Mu,r.|   houso  and  d,.privo 
tho  wholo  oonnnand  of  fl...  ^Vht  of  h.-r!      M„rpl,v 
and    Schhtzor    woro    up    l..fo,v    n.o    last    w.-.-k    fo'r 
tiffhtinsr  down    iH-hind    tho    n.ulo   oorral.      Wlu-n    I 
«.skod  thou,  what  wa.  tho  nmttor.  Murphv  sfannuorc-.l 
out  in  hH  dohoiou.s  l,rojr,„,:     «  ^Vo  had  a  little  dif- 
fon'uoo  of  opoonion,  sor,  about  a  loddv,  .or/     And 
Schhtzor  roll..,!  his  blue  oyos  undor  hi.  blond  hair 
and  muttorcd,  '  Yah,  n,oin  Ilorr  (\,lonol,  dot  ish  .o!  ' 
I  m  chs^nistod  with  tho  wholo  lot!     I  sworo  that  if 
anvbod.v  olso  was  cau^rht  %htinff  about  Mollv  Tlancy 
ho  should  bo  forbid.lon  to  spoak  to  hor  for  the  spa^e 
ot  four  calondar  wooks!  " 

"^roroy!"  laugho,!  his  wife,  "that  i.  a  dreadful 
punishmont.  John." 

•'  Corn-lia,"  remarked  the  Colonel  gravely,  "  thi^s 
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is  nr>  laughing  matter.  Molly  musf  got  marriea, 
or,  at  least,  she  must  make  a  choice  between  the 
men  of  the  command." 

"  Are  you  going  to  turn  matchmaker?  " 
"  Well,  there  aren't  many  things  a  man  can  do, 
or  a  woman,  either,  that  the  commander  of  a  two- 
company  post  in  the  ^vilds  of  Wyoming  doesn't 
have  to  do  sooner  or  later,"  replied  the  grizzled 
old  warrior  smiling;  "  and  I'm  going  to  try  my  hand 
at  this.    Who  is  the  most  likely  candidate?  " 

"Oh,  you're  willing  to  take  advice,  are  you?" 
asked  his  wife. 

"Not  only  advice,  my  dear,  but  orders,  from 
you,"  returned  the  old  man,  giving  his  ^vife  a  rare 
and  much-valued  caress. 

"  I  think  that  O'Brien  has  the  inside  track,"  said 
the  Colonel's  wife  reflectively. 

"That's  good!  He's  the  only  unmarried  ser- 
geant, and  he's  entitled  to  a  wife  if  he  wants  one." 

"  He  wants  Molly  certainly." 

"He  shall  have  her,  or  I'm  not  commander  of 
this  regiment.  O'Brien  is  a  steady,  faithful  sol- 
dier, and  if  we  ever  get  a  regiment  together  again 
I  am  going  to  make  him  Sergeant-Major  at  the  first 
opportunity.  He  can  support  a  wife  all  right.  I 
will  engage  Molly  to  him." 

"And  what  will  we  do?" 

"  I'll  order  the  wedding  put  off  until  we  get  an- 
other girl  out  from  the  States  in  the  spring.  Con- 
found it!  I  suppose  love  can  wait  for  duty  for  that 
length  of  time,  can't  it?  " 
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"  You  wouldn't  wait  when  wo " 

"Oh,    we're    different,"    returned    the    Colonel 
promptly. 

"  Well,  it's  a  very  nice  plan,"  said  his  wife;  "  but 
how  are  you  going  to  bring  it  about?  " 

"  Madam,"  asked  the  Colonel  loftilv,  «  am  I  the 
conmiandcr  of  this  post  or  not?  " 

"  You  are  with— er— certain  reservations." 

'[  Quite  right,  my  dear.  You  are  the  only  reser- 
vation and  I  have  enlisted  you  on  my  side.  Molly 
loves  O'Brien,  O'Brien  loves  her.  The  thing  is 
simple.  I  will  detail  O'Brien  for  the  marrLe 
ceremony,  square  tho  thing  with  Mollv,  get  the 
Bishop  to  bring  up  his  canonicals,  turn  out  the  com- 
mand, and  there  you  are !  " 

"A  very  pretty  programme;  but  how  to  'square 
Molly,'  is  the  question." 

"Oh,  leave  that  to  me;  I'll  manage  that."  re- 
turned the  Colonel  calmly, 

"  And— er-— there  is  another  thing." 
"  Hey  I  "  exclaimed  the  Colonel.    "  What '  " 
"  It  isn't   '  what.'     It's   '  who.'     There's  young 
Stevenson."  "^     ^ 

"Well,  I'll  be  blessed!  You  don't  mean  to  tell 
me  that  Stevenson,  the  most  unruly  trooper  in  this 
command,  is  going  to  oppose  the  will  of  his  com- 
manding officer?  If  I  hear  anything  from  him  I'll 
detail  him  for  the  best  man!  I'm  sick  and  tired  of 
all  this  foolishness!  "  muttered  the  Colonel. 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  his  wife,  "you  know  best, 
of  course.     This  is  a  matter  of  hearts,  not  disci- 
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pline;  but  have  your  way.     When  are  you  going  to 
begin? " 

"  Now.     Where  is  Molly?  " 

"It's  her  afternoon  out.  To-morrow  is  Christ- 
mas, and  we  shall  need  her  for  the  tree,  you  know. 
I  let  her  go  to-day  instead.  She  said  she  wanted 
to  take  a  little  walk." 

"  She  hasn't  gone  outside  the  stockade,  has  she?" 
asked  the  Colonel  anxiously.  "  You  know  the  In- 
dians have  been  about  us  all  week.  They  made 
another  attempt  to  stampede  the  mules  last  night." 

"  They  are  always  about  us,"  sighed  his  wife,  look- 
ing very  grave.  "  I  wish  we  could  get  another  detail 
and " 

"There,  there,  my  dear!"  said  the  Colonel, 
gently,  "  somebody  has  to  stay  here,  and  why  not 
we?  Besides,  we  are  sent  here,  and  here  we  must  re- 
main. About  the  Christmas  tree— is  everything 
ready? " 

"  I  think  so.  We  are  going  to  have  it  in  the  new 
Commissary  Building  which  has  not  been  used  yet. 
First,  the  children  will  get  their  things,  and  after 
that  we  have  something  for  each  one  of  the  troopers. 
Is  there  anybody  in  the  guard  house?" 

"  No  one.  There  were  three  this  morning.  Mur- 
phy and  Schlitzer  got  out  to-day  and  I  released  the 
third  man." 

"Who  was  he?" 

"Stevenson.  He  had  been  very  insolent  to 
O'Brien." 

"  About  Molly,  I  suppose." 
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"  Yes. 


I  let  him  out  because  to-morrow  is  Ohrist- 


'*  How  sweet  of  you,"  said  his  wife,  coming  nearer 
to  the  Colonel  and  leaning  her  head  against  his 
shoulder. 

"  Very  foolish  of  me,"  said  the  practical  warrior, 
greatly  pleased  with  his  wife's  approval.  "  I  spoil 
the  men  to  death,  I'm  sure." 

"  And  they  adore  you,"  said  his  wife  softly. 
The  day  had  opened  pleasantly.  There  was  a 
light  snow  on  the  ground  from  the  day  before,  but 
the  morning  had  been  clear  though  very  cold.  As 
the  day  wore  on  the  sky  became  more  and  more 
overcast,  until  as  the  C.  lonel  stepped  out  of  his 
headquarters  late  in  the  afternoon  there  was  every 
indication  of  a  fierce  winter  storm. 

Well,  there  was  no  reason  for  apprehension  or 
alarm  in  that.  The  fort  was  situated  on  a  little 
plateau  on  the  top  of  a  good  sized  hill.  It  was 
strongly  palisaded  with  logs,  and  the  officers' 
quarters  and  men's  barracks,  though  rude  as  pos- 
sible in  appearance,  being  built  of  rough  pine  logs, 
were  warm  and  comfortable.  The  fort  was  well 
provisioned  and  the  storm  would  keep  the  Indians 
away  so  that  they  could  enjoy  Christmas  undis- 
turbed. 

As  the  Colonel  stood  on  the  porch  a  man  of  an 
erect  military  figure,  although  his  legs  were  slightly 
bowed,  showing  that  he  was  a  cavalryman,  came 
running  up  the  wall  toward  the  porch  at  a  very  un- 
military  pace.     He  halted  abruptly  before  his  com- 
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manding  officer,  saluted  mechanically,  and  gasped 
out  in  response  to  the  other's  nod: 

"  Beggin'  the  Colonel's  pardon,  sor,  but  have  ye 
seen  Molly  Clancy? " 

"My  God!"  ejaculated  the  Colonel  in  deep  dis- 
gust, "  you  don't  suppose  I  keep  watch  on  Molly,  do 
you?  What  do  you  mean,  O'Brien?  What's  the 
matter  with  you?" 

Beggin'  the  Colonel's  pardon,  sor,"  said  the  sol- 
dier, "  but  I've  searched  through  the  post,  sor,  an' 
she's  nowhere  to  be  found." 

"  What  I  "  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  instantly  on  the 
alert.     "  After  my  positive  orders?  " 

"  Wimmin  like  Molly  Clancy,  sor,  don't  obey  no 
orders,  'ceptin'  their  own,  sor,"  remarked  O'Brien, 
who  knew  more  of  the  devious  feminine  way  than  his 
superior  officer  apparently. 

"  They  don't,  eh?  "  said  the  Colonel  grimly;  "  well, 
I'll  see  about  that." 

"  Me  an'  Molly  had  some  wur-rds  this  afternoon, 
sor,"  faltered  O'Brien,  then  he  hesitated,  not  know- 
ing how  far  he  might  presume  upon  his  Colonel's 
complaisance. 

"Go  on,  man,  go  on!  By  gad!  since  I  came  to 
this  post  four-fifths  of  my  time  has  been  taken  up  in- 
vestigating quarrels  between  the  men  about  that  con- 
founded female!    What  is  it?  " 

"  We  had  some  wur-rds,  sor,  an'  I— she  was  for- 
bid by  me  to  go  beyant  the  stockade." 

"  Oh!  She  had  your  orders  as  well  as  mine,  had 
she?" 
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"  Yis,  sor,"  answered  O'Brien  gravely 
Jiy^V^  what  right  had  ,^ou  to  give  o;ders  to  her, 

plZ^''   "'''   ""'    '"   ^"^"^'^'    '"'•'   '^   '^'   <^«Jonel 

"  He  does  please.    Goon!" 

"  An'  we're  goin'  to  git  married  in  the  spring  sor 
Ve^n  the  Colonel  gits  another  gur-rl,  sor,  if'he  want" 

nn!.?'  '"""*''  '"'"'•^''^'  pock-marked,  hump-backed 
one  the  next  time,"  said  the  Colonel  sareastieally. 

be  J  a'  '"''  1       ^u""^'^""'  '^'''  ""^°  '^^'  ^^^  "^ight 
be  in  de-mand  out  here,  sor." 

"  I  suppose  so." 

J'  ^f  :.'T'  '"'  ""'  ^°"y  "  '"Saged  an'  we  don't 
let  onybody  know  it." 

"  Evidently." 

sez.  The  Colonel  knows  how  it  is  wid  a  wo      i 
sor.    Everything  has  to  give  way,  sor."  '      ' 

.       Um-yes,"  said  the  Colonel  reflectively,  think- 
.ng  of  certain  domestic  CKperiences  of  his  owL 

her  !he'd  r''t '™''  """^  ^'"  °°'  ^"""^'  ""'  ^  '"W 
her  shed  got  to  guv  up  that  dirty  English  spal- 
peen Stevenson-beggin'  the  Colonel's  pardon    L 
She  sa,d  she  had  an  ingagemint  with  hi^this    f  eri 
noon,  sor,  an'  she'd  do  as  she  plazed,  an'  I  h  d  to 

"  ^f  ^e  you  searched  the  post? " 
"Yis,  9or." 
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"  And  the  corral!  " 

"  Yi8,  Bor." 

"  And  the  sergeants'  cabins? " 

"  Yis,  sor." 

"  Orderly,"  called  the  Colonel  sharply,  "  send  me 
the  Sergeant  of  the  Guard.  "  Sergeant,"  he  con- 
tinued a  few  moments  after  as  that  functionary  pre- 
sented himself,  "  did  Molly  Clancy  and  Trooper 
Stevenson  leave  the  post  this  afternoon  by  any  of  the 
gates?" 

"  No,  sir." 

"  How  do  you  know?  " 

"  Sergeant  O'Brien  asked  me,  sir,  a  while  ago,  and 
I  made  inquiry.  But  a  teamster  in  the  other  corral 
says  he  saw  them  going  over  the  stockade  where  the 
wagons  are  parked." 

"  My  God!  "  exclaimed  O'Brien. 

"  When  they  come  back,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  put 
Stevenson  in  the  guard  house,  Christmas  or  no 
Christmas,  and  send  Molly  Clancy  to  me." 

"  Colonel,  for  God's  love,  sor,  lemme  go  out  an' 
look  for  'em,  sor !  "  cried  O'Brien,  "  gimme  a  squad 
of  men,  sor,  an— 


j> 


The  Colonel  looked  very  serious. 

"  In  your  present  state,  O'Brien,  you  would  prob- 
ably kill  Stevenson  if  you  caught  him.  Besides,  who 
knows  where  they  have  gone?  " 

"  The  teamster  says  they  had  their  skates,  sir," 
said  the  Sergeant  of  the  Guard. 

"  Then  they  will  be  down  under  the  bluffs  by  the 
Big  Piney.    Send  a  corporal  and  four  men  ^ffwn  to 
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the  creek  to  look  them  up.  Let  Jeflferson  go,  he's  a 
good,  steady'  man.  See  that  their  carbines  are  all 
right,  and  tell  them  not  to  get  too  far  awav.  It's 
snowing,  and  looks  threatening.  I  suppose  the  In- 
dians we  hoard  last  night  have  gone  back  to  their 
lodges  now.  They're  not  apt  to  stay  out  in  a  storm 
like  this.  O'Brien,  come  with  me.  VuU  yourself  to- 
gether, man.  Come  up  to  the  observatory  tower. 
Sergeant,  report  to  me  as  soon  as  you  get  any  news." 


II 


Somehow  or  other  it  had  become  known  that 
Molly  Clancy  and  Stevenson  were  missing.  The  men 
swarmed  out  of  their  quarters  and  clustered  around 
the  gates  or  gathered  in  little  knots  on  the  parade, 
discussing  the  situation.  Jefferson  and  his  squad 
of  four  went  out  of  the  south  gate  in  a  hurry.  They 
ran  along  the  stockade  until  they  came  to  the  place 
where  the  two  had  climbed  over.  Their  trail  was 
plain.    They  turned  and  followed  it  on  the  run. 

Poor  Molly  Clancy,  resenting  the  Sergeant's 
authoritative  tone  in  a  spirit  of  feminine  bravado,  had 
deliberately  disobeyed  the  Colonel's  orders  and  her 
intended  husband's  as  well,  and  had  gone  down  to 
the  Piney  with  the  reckless  and  insubordinate 
Stevenson,  who  would  oheerf uUy  have  gone  through 
hell  itself  to  be  with  Molly.  MoUy  hadn't  got  a  yard 
away  from  the  fort  when  she  began  to  feel  sorry,  and 
«he  felt  sorrier  and  s«rrier  a«  she  went  alofig. '  Still 


■i  * 


iMi 


808 


The  Recordt 


wn 


.he  «.ent!  Pride,  with  Stcvn„«,„',  subtle  »„d  -,. 
.ua..ve  .«.»t.nce,  kept  her  from  reconsidering  her 
intention  and  turning  back. 

The  wind  had  swept  the  .now  from  the  ice,  and 

Mo  ly  d,..rl.v  loved  to  ,kate.     There  w.,  no  better 

kater  ".the  fort  tl,      Stevenson.     The  creek  near 

pond.    They  skated  to  and  fro    or  a  little  while,  until 

Stevenson  seated  Molly  on  a  fallen  log  and  began  to 
.how  off  ,„  h       p„,^„^^  ^jj^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^^ 

eight,  beautiful  circles,  and  generally  arabesqued  the 

T^}  u  •?'' Pf' fo-™-"""  he  suddenly  threw  up  hi, 
hand.,  shrieked  horribly,  and  fell  backward.  His 
fall  was  so  sudden  and  so  unexpected,  and  he  came 
down  with  such  fearful  force,  in  a  sort  of  collapse  a. 

pealed  out  in  the  clear,  cold  air,  suddenly  stopped 

An  arrow  was  buried  to  the  feathers  in  his  right 
breast  He  lay  on  his  back  with  an  expression  of 
mor  al  agony  on  his  face,  blood  frotinng  from  lis 
mouth  He  was  fairly  digging  bis  hands  and  heels 
into  the  ice. 

Molly  was  too  startled  and  too  terrified  to  .cream. 
Staring  at  him  appalled  a.  ,h.  balanced  herself  on 
her  skates,  a  second  arrow  skipped  across  hU  breast 
and  shd  along  the  ice.  The  woman  looked  up  at  that. 
On  th.  bank  abov.  bar  ,t.od  thr«  Indian..    Ther  all 
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She  stareH  at  them  in  petrified 
astonishment. — Page  309 
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"  For  ^ou 

Tho  Holdior  wa«  dono  for.     Ho  knmv  ;.  „    i     , 
knnu'  i>      T».  Kiww  it  and  mIio 

wild,  mad  terror  in  her  honr*    /      ^r  i,  ' 

but  hc;:Lf ;  :ir  n:r.-" '-"  '^'""•' 

«-  part,  of  advon.,.      :  .Si„       'h".";:;-  '  '-•""« 

gesture  a  moment  afterward,."  S  .0       !  Lif^'""! 
from  the  blow  a.d  speechless  with  frit     Th      K 
picked  her  up-she  was  a  V.„u  .     ■  *     .    ""'  ''* 
huge  man-a^„:  r^ftlvl?:'".""''  ""^  ""'  " 
prostrate  soldier     K„  •  •     j  ^       ""^  '°*  '"""d  ">« 
after  r  *  ^'"''*'' ''"  comrades  the-^  and 

atter  a  few  necessary  detail-,  ultl,  „       o  ' 

nece.sarv  fr„™  *i.  "  P""""  Stevenson— 

"'ary  trom  the  sflvaen  nni"' nf  ,-;  1 

-increased  to  .o^eial/J^en^f^^^eV:;^:;:^ 
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<lraggeil  her  up  th©  ilope,  mountrcl  her  on  a  |><iriy 
nn«l  off  tht'v  f^nllo|KHl. 

They  had  ruH-U  of  upoecl.  It  wa«  already  Iwpinnimr 
t<.  f^now.  Th««re  unn  a  iiuihk  «»f  hlark  ehmd  in  rhe  \vi'4t 
full  of  ti'rrilde  portent,  and  th«»  wind  eanie  !«\vripinj? 
«lo\vn  the  mountain  >«ide«  with  threat  and  nienaer  in 
iUi  blaxtM. 

JefferHon  and  hix  party  followed  the  footstepn  of 
the  two  runaways,  whieh  wen-  plainly  enough  visihl.- 
in  the  snow,  until  they  eaine  to  the  tree«  horderinp 
the  river.  Halfway  down  the  hank  they  were  luef 
hy  a  horrihie  ohjeet.  Stevenson  had  lM»en  *«trip|)e«l 
of  hiH  clothes  and  riddled  with  arrows.  Ilin  nealp  had 
l)cen  taken,  lie  was  a  naked,  ghastly,  mutilated, 
figure;  yet  still  alive!  He  was  using  the  last  vestige 
of  his  strength  to  erawl  up  the  bank  to  give  the  alarm. 
They  could  follow  his  advance  by  the  blood  that  had 
poured  upon  the  snow  from  his  wounds. 

"My  Gml!  Stevenson!"  exclaimed  Jefferson,  as 
he  caught  sight  of  this  new  St.  Sebastian. 

Stevenson  hud  been  crawling  slowly  along  the  path 
like  a  blind  puppy.  As  he  heard  the  voice  he  lifted 
his  head.  He  could  not  see,  he  could  scarcely  speak. 
His  consciousness  was  almost  gone.  Yet  there  w^as 
one  thing  to  be  done.  He  must  do  it.  Stevenson 
had  been  the  most  unruly  man  in  the  regiment,  as  the 
Colonel  had  said.    But  he  was  a  brave  man. 

"  Molly!  "  he  gasped.  *'  The  Sioux— down  the 
creek — hurry!  " 

"  How  many?  "  asked  Jefferson  quickly. 

"  Six!  "  gasped  put  the  soldier. 
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Thi»«»  wii«  H  noUo  of  hn'akinij  aticka  «s  8ti!v«!n«<.ii 
Ml  forwani  upon  tin-  nrrow  Mliaftn.  An«J  notiirthiuK 
«'1mi'  !>n»ko  th.Mi  uihI  i   ^r^  whi,.!,  mad,,  n.)  nound. 

•'  l*hili|w,"  tiaid  Jiffrrnon,  "  run  to  thi'  fort  and  ro- 
JK.rt  to  i\vv  C'olonid.  Tell  hiui  that  Molly  Clancy 
lui.H  iK-rn  taki'fi  priMonor  by  the  Indiann,  and  that 
Hti'vonnon  i«  in  tho  wood*,  drad.  The  rt'Mt  of  uh  will 
stay  hrro  until  ndicved.  There  may  \n<  more  of  the 
red  deviU  about." 

Ill 

In  Mpite  of  himself  tlir  r.>lonel  had  awaited  Jef- 
ferson's report  with  de<-p  anxiety.  The  newH  that  wan 
brought  by  Trooper  PhilipM  was  felt  in  nome  in- 
desoribable  way  before  it  wa8  delivered.  The  officers 
had  assembled  at  the  Colonel's  headquarters  spon- 
taneously.    They  all  heard  Philips'  report. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  Colonel  surveying  the 
little  group  who  crowded  forward  eagerly,  "  Mr. 
Gatchell,"  he  added,  addressing  one  of  the  older 
lieutenants. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Take  twenty-four  men- 


>» 


"An'  me,  sor,  for  the  love  of  God!  "  cried  O'Brien, 
pressing  forward  from  the  background. 

It  was  very  unmilitary,  but  the  Colonel  passed  it 
over. 

"O'Brien,  too,"  he  added,  "  and  follow  the  trail. 
I  wish  to  God  I  could  send  out  a  regiment,  but  I 
dare  not  let  more  than  that  number  leave  the  poet." 

In  an  incredibly  short  ti»f  the  twenty-fpur  me» 
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h.d  ..ddW  their  horse,  and  were  on  the  pa™de 
O  Bnen  a.  .heir  loa.i.  Oatehell  inBtantlj  reporte"t' 
the  Colonel  that  he  was  rea.lv.  ■•«P<"-te<l  to 

"They  all  wante,|  to  po,  'sir."  he  ,,aid.  "  It  was 
hard  to  refuse  the.n,  ,„„  ,  ,,„„  twentv-four  of  The 
best  men  in  the  fort."  ' 

p^cfeed  eye  the  eroet,  soldierl,,  ea.er  formstefor 

of  the  B.g  Pmey  nnt.l  vou  reach  the  mountain  pass! 
On  no  account  go  farther  than  that.  Jefferson  re- 
ported that  Stevenson  said  there  were  onlHi "  In- 
d.ans.  Should  you  find  a  greater  number/yoT,^] 
proceed  oaut.ous  v  and  send  back  a  report  to  me.  " 
__  Very  well,  s,r,"  said  Gatchell  saluting. 

ware  of  the  f 'jr'""  '  '""'  •™"'  '"'■'■•  ""d  I- 

ware  of  the  storm!    Have  you  a  compass! " 

i  G8,  sir. 

"  Good-bv." 

The    officer   shook    his   Colonel's   hand     saluted 
-onnted  his  horse  and  the  troop  trotted  out  of   he' 
parade   ground,    O'Brien,    lean,    sinewy,    furiously 
dete,™»ed    leading  the   line.      Spontaneous  "the 
men  broke  into  cheers.  ^ 

bacl'' wjrrrr'  ",""'-^  ^'-""'^O-    "  Bring  her 
„•    J\*  "^ '*e  to  go  along  with  you." 
Gatchell'e  party  were  ,oon  lost  to  sight  in  the 

ihat  was  an  anxious  night  at  Fort  Grummond     The 
wand  r..e,  and  before  the  darkness  fell  a  bl,V°L  Jll 
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raging  down  the  valley.     The  next  morning  at  day- 
break Gatchell's  party,  half  frozen,  almost  perished 
from  exhaustion,  drew  up  at  the  gate.    They  had  fol- 
lowed the  trail  until  they  had  lost  it  in  the  snow,  and 
then  at  a  venture  had  pushed  out  to  the  gap  in  the 
mountain,  which  the  Colonel  had  indicated  as  the 
hmit  of  their  advance.    They  had  seen  nothing  of  the 
Indians,  and  Gatcholl  had  been  forced  bv  the  severe 
weather  conditions  to  endeavor  to  get  back  to  the 
post  lost  the  whole  party  be  frozen  to  death.     He 
Jad  only  succeeded  in  reaching  it  after  incredible 
hardships,  and  when  he  '     1,  it  was  discovered  that 
O'Brien  was  missing. 

There  was  absolutely  nothing  that  the  Colonel  or 
anyone  else  could  do  until  the  storm  abated,  and  their 
helplessness  rendered  it  the  more  terrible  to  bear 
AH  thought  of  Christmas  festivity  was  abandoned. 
Outside  It  continued  to  blow  furiously,  and  the  snow 
still  came  whiriing  down.     Everybody  kept  under 
cover  except  the  sentries  tramping  up  and  down  in 
their  great  buffalo  overcoats  and  fur  caps.     Every- 
body, that  is,  except  the  Colonel  and  his  Adjutant. 
The  Colonel  was  uneasy,  unusually  so.     Again  and 
again  he  inspected  the  stockade,  each  time  finding  the 
sentries  watchful   and  ready  at  their  posts.     Just 
about  noon  he  stopped  before  the  west  gate,  which 
looked  out  on  the  Bozeman  trail,  and  peered  into 
the  swirling  snow  as  if  he  would  fain  pierce  the 
obscurity  to  see  what  lay  beyond.    While  he  was  con- 
sidering, his  eager  ear  caught  the  faint  muffled  note 
of  a  bugle.    He  turned  to  the  sentry. 
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"  Did  vou  hear  that?  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  ^0,  sir,  I  didn't  hear  anything,  sir." 

^''Listen!     Therel     Again!     Don't  you  hear  it? " 

"It's  a  bugle,  sir,"  cried   the  sentry.     "Some- 
body is  out  there  and  wants  help." 

"  Call  the  guard." 

"Sergeant  of  the  Guard!"  shouted  the  soldier, 
but  his  voice  could  not  be  heard  in  the  storm. 

"  Give  me  your  carbine,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  I'll 
keep  your  post.  Send  tlio  officer  of  tlu^  day  to  mo. 
Bid  the  trumpeter  sound  '  Hoots  and  Saddles! '  " 

In  a  few  moments  the  parade  was  alive  with  men 
and  horses  ready  for  anything  in  spite  of  the  storm. 
At  the  Colonel's  orders  the  bugler,  who  had  been 
summoned  to  his  side  at  the  gate,  lifted  his  bugle 
and  blew  "  Officers'  Call."    In  the  silence  that  fol- 
lowed  the  familiar  notes  the  officers  who  had  gath- 
ered about  the  gate  intently  listened  for  a  reply. 
Sure  enough  muffled  and  faint  in  the  storm  they  de- 
tected a  response.    It  Avas  too  indistinct  for  them  to 
distmguish  what  it  was,  but  that  the  sound  came  from 
a  bugle  was  certain. 

"  There  is  something  out  there,"  said  the  Colonel, 
turning  to  the  group.     «  Captain  Brown?  " 
"  Yes,  sir." 

"Take  your  troop  out  in  the  direction  of  the 
sound.  Keep  in  touch  with  the  fort  so  as  not  to  lose 
your  way.  I  do  not  think  it  can  be  Indians  in  such  a 
blizzard  as  this,  but  I  don't  know.  Whoever  it  is 
can't  be  far  off,  for  the  sound  wouldn't  carry  any 
distance  in  this  howling  blizzard.     We'll  cover  you 
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from  the  fort,  and  should  T  hear  any  firing  I'll  send 
out  half  of  the  remaining  troop." 

In  a  moment  Brown's  troop  were  staggering 
through  the  open  gate.  They  deployed  in  line,  tak- 
ing good  distance  to  cover  a  wide  stretch  of  country, 
and  slowly  advanced  down  the  hill  toward  the  valley,' 
while  the  others  waited.  In  a  few  moments,  k 
seemed  hours,  the  watchers  at  the  gate  could  make 
out  the  snow-enshrouded  figures  of  the  cavalry  com- 
ing back.  They  stared  at  the  horses  and  men  plod- 
ding up  the  -nscent  looming  gray  and  wraithlike  in 
the  midst  of  the  storm. 

"  There  have  been  no  shots,  sir,"  said  the  Adju- 
tant; "they  cannot  have  had  any  trouble." 

"  Jfo,"  said  the  Colonel. 

"  There  are  more  than  a  single  troop,"  suggested 
the  junior  Captain. 

"  Right,"  said  the  Colonel. 

In  a  few  moments  Captain  Brown  rode  up  to  the 
gate  in  advance  of  his  troop  and  dismounted.  Brush- 
ing the  snow  from  his  eyes,  with  his  gloved  hand  he 
saluted. 

"  I  have  to  report,  sir,  that  I  have  picked  up  a 
sergeant  and  three  troopers  of  E  Troop  from  Fort 
Bingham." 

"  Yes?  "  said  the  Colonel  interrogatively. 

"  They  were  escorting  the  Bishop,  who  came  over 
here  to  spend  Christmas  with  us  and " 

In  spite  of  his  soldierly  impassivity  and  immobility 
the  Colonel  started  forward. 

"  Did  they  see  anything  of " 
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"They've    got    her    with    them,"    said    Brown. 
"  They're  bringing  her  along.    I  hurried  ahead." 
"la- 


}f 


"  Well  and  unharmed,  sir." 

"And  O'Brien?" 

"  He's  with  them,  too." 

How  the  news  got  back  from  the  officers  to  the 
men  nobody  ever  know;  nobody  ever  inquired,  that 
is,  but  however  that  might  be,  it  reached  the  men 
almost  as  soon  as  it  reached  the  Colonel  himself. 
Such  a  cheer  went  up  from  the  troopers  standing  by 
their  horses  on  the  parade,  as  the  B;  hop  and  O'Brien 
dismounted  from  their  horses  and  half  carried,  half 
led  a  drooping  fi^rure — Molly  Clancy — through  the 
gate,  as  sufficed  for  a  moment  to  drown  even  the 
deeper  diapa.^on  of  the  storm. 

IV 

The  gates  were  closed,  the  troopers  dismounted, 
the  horses  stabled,  the  officers  with  the  Bishop,  Molly 
Clancy  and  Sergeant  O'Brien,  were  gathered  in  the 
big  hall  of  the  Colonel's  quarters. 

"Now,"  said  the  Colonel  very  sternly,  "Molly, 
what  happened  to  you?  " 

"  Ef  ye  plaze,  sor,"  said  Molly,  "  afther  they  killed 
poor  Misther  Stavenson '' 

"  Trooper  Stevenson,"  corrected  the  Colonel. 

"  Yis,  sor.  They  tuk  me  an'  beyant  tyin'  me  tight 
they  didn't  ha'rm  me.  They  put  me  on  a  pony  an' 
we  galloped  down  the  valley.     I  was  that  skeered 
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I  thought  I'd  dio  of  fright,  son  but  I  kop'  mo  eyes 
open,  an'  I  knowed  wo  was  a'headin'  for  the  gap  Ef 
they  got  beyant  that  I  was  lost;  I  was  prayin',  sor,  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  an'  all  the  ither  saints  all 

i  !  iril  ^^'  "^^^  riverence  knows  how  't  would 
be<       She  turned  to  the  Bishop. 

The  little  Bishop  didn't  pray  in  that  way,  but 
he  nodded  his  head  in  full  comprehension  and 
sympathy. 

^^  "  An'  sure  an'  they  heard  me,"  continued  Molly, 
fcr  the   wind  growed  stronger  an'  stronger,   an' 
the  snow  came  down  thicker  an'  thicker.    I  couldn't 
see  nuthin',  an'  thim  Injuns  was  lost." 
"  I  guess  not,"  said  the  Colonel. 
"  Yis,  sor,  they  was.     The  snow  w'irled  so  that 
rt  covered  the  tracks  an'  we  didn't  lave  no  trail. 
We  crouched  down  behint  some  rocks  at  last    an' 
we  saw  the  sogers  stagger  by  us  goin'  back  to  the 
fort." 

"That  was  Gatchell's  party,"  said  the  Colonel 
to ^the  Bishop.    "  Why  didn't  you  call  out,  Mollv?  " 
Sure,  sor,  I  was  that  gagged  I  was  spacheless; 
but  I  could  see  well  enough,  an'  I  was  lukin'  for 
Michael  here,  an'  he  wasn't  there." 

"Where  were  you,  O'Brien?"  asked  the  Colonel 
sternly. 

-   "  I--«r— sor,  I  lost  the  party  at  the  pass,  sor," 
faltered  poor  O'Brien. 

"  Uml  "  said  the  Colonel.    «  You  didn't  try  very 
bard  to  find  them,  did  you? " 

"  Sor,"  said  O'Brien,  "  I  was  a  lukin'  fer  Mollv 


818 


The  Recfrrdi 


an'  ye  know  they  aay  a  mon  can't  luk  fer  two  thiuM 
at  onct,  8or." 

"  Well,  did  you  find  her? " 

"I  did,  8or.  I  knowed  thim  red  divils  had  to 
cut  through  that  paw,  an'  w'ile  it  waan't  right  to 
risk  the  lives  of  half  a  troop,  sor,  yet  one  sargeant 
more  or  less  wouldn't  make  no  diflFerence  to  Uncle 
Sam,  son  So  I  hid  meself  there,  an'  by  an'  by,  sure 
enough,  along  they  kirn.  I  got  wan  wid  me  carbine, 
then  the  ejactor  wint  wrong,  an'  I  sprung  into  thim 
divils  wid  the  butt,  sor." 

I' Oh,  you  did,  eh?"  asked  the  Colonel,  his  eyes 
twinkling.    "What  happened  then?" 

'^*  Then  they  fell  on  me  like  the  starrum  itself." 
Oh,  Colonel,  sor,  if  ye  could  have  seen  him!  " 
cned  MoUy.  «  There  was  six  of  thim,  barrin'  the 
wan  he  shot  an'  the  wan  he  had  knocked  sinseless 
with  the  butt  of  his  carbine,  but  the  other  four  lept 
at  him  He  backed  up  agin  the  wall  of  the  pass 
an'  fit  like  a  tager."  ^ 

"'Twas    fer    you,    me    darlinti "    interrupted 
O  £rie(n. 

"  Cut  that!  "  said  the  Colonel  sternly. 

"  Yis,  sor,"  replied  the  Sergeant  much  abashed. 

"  Then  what  happened? " 

"Then  the  Bishop's  party  cum  along,  sor,  an' 
only  wan  of  thim  got  away  aUve.  I  mane  the  In- 
juns, sor.  An',  sor,"  went  on  the  Sergeant,  made 
bold  by  MoUy's  pretty  eyes  and  the  Colonel's  ap- 
provmg  glance,  "  ef  I  do  say  it  myself,  sor,  of  his 
Kight  Riverence  there,  I  never  seed  a  little  mon 


JUi^ 


The  Matchmaker 


819 


fat  harder  than  he  did,  sor.  W'y  he  jist  plunged 
into  the  middle  of  thiin  red  divilg,  got  hold  of  wan 
mon  that  wag  much  bigger  than  he  wor  by  a  fut 
an  a  half,  8or  "-the  Bishop  was  a  tiny  man-"  an' 
he  hit  him  a  belt  in  the  jaw,  sor,  that  jist  laid  him 

out.    For  a  mon  of  pace " 

The  room  was  in  an  uproar  of  laughter  now. 
The  Bishop  flushed  and  looked  very  much  annoyed. 
How  is  this,  Bishop? "  asked  the  Colonel. 
"Well,"  said  the  Bishop,  "  I_I  am  afraid  that, 
carried  away  by  the  excitement  of  the  moment,  I 
-we  burst  upon  them  suddenly  as  we  came  around 
the  cliff  and  saw  the  Sergeant  fighting  and  Molly  ly- 
mg  m  the  snow  and  screaming  like  mad— I— er— 
possibly.     I  forgot  myself— er— temporarily." 

"  And  it's  Christmas-tide,  too!  "  said  the  Colonel 
reprovingly,  yet  with  r  merry  twinkle  in  his  eye. 
A  day  of  peace  and  good  will.     I'm  surprised, 
Bishop!  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Bishop,  « I  remembered  that  it 
was,  but— er— unfortunately  too  late." 

"  Well,  about  the  Indians,  O'Brien?  You  say  one 
got  away?"  '' 

"Well,  sor,  we're  not  sure  about  that,"  answered 
the  Sergeant;  "  the  Bishop's  escort  counted  fer  three 
of  thim  wid  their  carbines;  I  sittled  two,  an'  the 
wan  the  Right  Riverend  hit,  he  fell  over  the  cliff 
an|— we've  heard  nuthin'  of  him  sence." 
,,  "  I  hope— I  hope  he  got  away,"  said  the  Bishop. 
I  am  sure  I  didn't  hit  him  very  hard." 
"  Oh,  I  guess  he's  all  right,"  said  the  Colonel  810 
nificantly.    "  What  then,  O'Brien? " 


'1, 

n 


820 


The  Records 


"  We  camped  fer  the  night,  gor,  an'  come  on  in 
the  mornin'  blowin'  the  bugle  calls,  hopin'  you  would 
hear  us,  an'—that's  all,  aor." 

"Now,"  said  the  Colonel,  turning  to  the  two 
culprits,  "  what  am  I  to  do  with  you?  O'Brien,  you 
left  your  command  under  most  reprehensible  circum- 
stances. I  ought  to  break  you,  reduce  you  to  the 
ranks.  Molly,  you  disobeyed  my  orders,  you  and 
Stevenson.  He's  paid  his  penalty.  What  about 
you?  Besides  that,  you've  almost  disorganized  the 
post.     What  am  I  to  do  with  you? " 

Molly  put  the  back  of  her  hand  up  to  her  eyes 
and  began  to  cry.  O'Brien  stood  very  straight  at 
attention  before  his  Colonel,  looking  and  feeling 
very  uncomfortable. 

"  May  I  suggest.  Colonel,"  said  the  Bishop  with 
considerable  diffidence,  being  a  man  of  authority 
with  others  under  him,  he  knew  it  was  not  well  to 
interfere  in  disciplinary  matters,  "  that  they  have 

been  punished  sufficiently  as  it  is — and er " 

"  I  see,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  Molly,  will  you,  if 
I  forgive  you  this  time,  do  exactly  as  I  say  now 
and  forever  after? " 

"  Yis,  sor,"  sobbed  MoUv. 

"O'Brien,   have   you   come   sufficiently   to  your 
senses  to  know  that  obedience  is  the  first  duty  of 
a  soldier,  no  matter  what  happens? " 
"  Yis,  sor." 

"Well,  then,  attention  to  orders!  My  punish- 
ment for  the  both  of  you  is  that  you  shall  get 
married  at  once." 
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facl^"'  '"'"'"  ^'^  ^''^"""'  *  '"^''^  illuminating  Ium 
^^^Mamed?"   screamed    Molly    Clanc^r    suddenly 

"  Mi89  Clancy,"  said  the  Colonel  sternly,  "  this 
post  ,8  under  military  rule,  and  even  the-er-fo- 
males  are  subject  to  my  orders.  You  will  marry 
Sergeant  O'Brien  tcMlay  or  you  will  spend  Christ- 
mas in  the  guard  house." 
Molly  gaped  open-mouthed  at  the  Colonel. 
"If  the  Colonel  plazes,  sor,"  burst  out  O'Brien 
timorously,  "  I  don't  want  Molly  to  be  forced  " 

"Don't  be  a  fool,  Mike,"  said  Molly  suddenly 
blushing  furiously,  "as  betwane  you  an'  the  guard 
house^Oh  Mike,"  speaking  softly  and  stepping 
nearer  to  hmi,  "I  want  you  to  marry  me.  Col 
onel,  111  obey  all  orders  from  you  or  from  the 
oargeant  here." 

"Good!  "  said  the  Colonel.  "  Here's  a  marriage 
that  begins  beautifully.  We'll  have  the  wedding 
at  the  Christmas  tree  this  afternoon,  if  the  Bishop 
18  ready."  ^ 

"  I  am  ready,"  said  the  little  man,  "  and  I  con- 
gratulate you,  Colonel,  upon  your  judgment  in  this 
difticult  case.    It  is  worthy  of  Solomon." 

"  ^|^°'t  I  tell  you  I  would  make  that  match  all 
right?     said  the  Colonel  to  his  wife  that  night. 

"  Anybody  could  make  a  match  with  the  assist- 
ance of  a  war  party  and  a  blizzard,"  returned  that 
lady  scornfully.  «  Especially  if  they  both  wanted 
to  get  married  as  badly  as  those  two." 


_fci_  *. 
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